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OWEVER gratifying it may be to obtain ſome ac« 
count of an author, whoſe works have attracted 
admiration and acquiredcelebrity, we find it often dif- 
ficult to extend our inquiries much beyond a certain 
period of the preſent century. Before the appears 
ance of thoſe ,regular periodical publications, which 
allow no man of merit to © eſcape the world unno- 
ticed,” any information to be obtained is exceeding 


ly ſcanty. Of this, the object of the preſent mo- 
moir is a remarkable inſtance. 


No Poem has ever been ſo popular in the king - 
dom of Scotland as the Gentle Shepherd ; yet the 
cotemporaries of its author have ſo far neglected his 
merit, as to leave us in ignorance of thoſe particu« 
lars of his life, which, from the celebrity of his gent» 


us, it might be intereſting to know. Had a Boſ- 


well been his biographer, we ſhould have no occaſion | 
to lament a ſterile ſource of narrative, 
a3 
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Allan Ramſay's father was a miner in the Lead- 
hills at Crawfurd-muir, where our Poet was born in 
1686 or 1687, and where, as we are informed by per- 
ſons from the ſpot, the remains of the humble dwel- 
ling which ſheltered our Scottiſh Horace in the years 
of his infancy, are ſtill to be ſeen. 


_ & Of Crawfurd-muir, born in Leadhill, 
« Where min'ral ſprings Glengoner fill, 
&« Which joins ſweet flowing Clyde, 
& Between auld Crawfurd-Lindiay's towers 
% And where Deneetne rapid pours 
« His ſtream thro? Glotta's tide ; 
4 Native of Clydeſdale's upper ward, 
« Bred fifteen ſummers there . &c. 


It is more than probable, from the laſt line of the 
above ſtanza, that he was ſent into Edinburgh in or 
about the year 1701, to ſerve an apprenticeſhip, to 
the barber buſineſs, a ſituation which in thoſe days, 
may be believed to be of the loweſt —That this was 
the profeſſion Ramſay originally followed, is plainy 


to be ſeen fromtheſe lines in his epiſtle to J. Arbuckle; 


.] theek the out, and line the inſide 
« Of mony a douſe and witty paſh ; 
& And baith ways gather in the caſſi f. 
His taſte in Poetry, however, has juſtly raiſed him 
to a degree of fame that may, in ſome meaſure, be 
conſidered as a recompence for the frowns of fortune. 


® Bill to the Whin-buſo Club, page 159, vol. I. 
+ Hille to Mr. James Arbuckle, page 160, vol. I. 
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Mr. Baker attributes to him the Nuptials, a maſque, 
printed in 1723; but his fame reſts chiefly upon the 
paſtoral Comedy of Patie and Roger, or the Gentle 
Shepherd. 


Of all Poets in the Scottiſh diate, ſays a critic, the 


| beſt and greateſt, beyond all compariſon, is Allan 


Ramſay. He appears to have ſtudied Dryden's ſtyle 
with much attention, ſince his verſes flow with the 
moſt pleafing volubility. His provincial phraſes are 
few, when compared with thoſe of ſome of his imi- 
tators, and he has ſelected them with ſuch happy dex- 
terity, that they are almoſt equally familiar in every 
part of the kingdom.. But this is only a ſecondary 
part of his praiſe, A vein of ſolid good ſenſe, 4 
nice diſcrimination of character, a nervous elegance, 
and a pathetic ſimplicity of expreſſion ; in a word, 
the genuine language of nature, of paſſion, and of 
poetry, place his paſtoral Comedy almoſt beyond our 


praiſe. 


The firſt edition of his Poems, with 4 moſt reſpec - 
table liſt of ſubſcribers, came out in July 1721, —The 
following is a copy of the advertiſement, from the 
Edinburgh Evening Courant, of the above date, an- 
Bouncing the publication 


« The Poems of Allan Ramſay, in a large quarts 

« volume, fairly printed, with notes, and a com- 

« plete Gloſſary, (as promiſed to the ſubſcribers) 

* being 1 now finiſhed ; all who have generouſly cons 
® 3 
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Li « tributed to carrying on of the deſign, may call for 8 
« their copies as ſoon as they pleaſe, from the au- 1 
„ thor, at the Mercury, oppoſite to Niddry's Wynd, yi 
« Edinburgh.” | 6 
4 
| Though the firſt ſcene of the Gentle Shepherd 9 
| | was publiſhed in this edition of Ramſay's Poems, it > 
| was not till about the year 1724 that he finiſhed and T 
| uſhered into the world that inimitable production, fo 1 
much admired for its native ſimplicity, and the ge- $6 
| nuine vein of paſtoral poeſy that adorns almoſt eve- 1 
| ry ſentence. As it has been ſaid by ſome, that Ram- * 
q! ſay was not the real author of this beautiful Paſto- K 
| ral, in order to refute their envious aſſertions, it is on- « 
ly neceſſary to quote the following paragraph from " 
[| a note annexed by Mr. Tytler to his edition of the Y 
Poetical Works of King James I. 2 
1 
BH « Ramſay was a man of ſtrong vatural, though a 
" « few acquired parts, poſſeſſed of much humour, and 6 
« native poetic fancy. Born in a paſtoral country, 
{ % he had ftrongly imbibed the manners and hu- 
| « mours of that life. As I knew him well, an honeſt L 
« man, and of great plcaſantry, it is with peculiar e 
4a fſatisfaction I ſeize this opportunity of doing juſtice e 
to his memory, in giving teſtimony to his being 9 
| | « the Author of the Gentle Shepherd, which, for the fi 
I * natural eaſe of the dialogue, the propriety of the k 
| t characters, perfectly fimilar to the paſtoral life in | 
| Scotland, the pictureſque ſcenery, aud, above all, 
« the Gmplicity and beauty of the fable, may juſtly t 


— = — I — 
call for „rank amongſt the moſt eminent paſtoral dramas 
he au- &* that our own or any other nation can boaſt of, 
Wynd, % Merit will ever be followed by detraction. The 
% envious tale that the Gentle Shepherd was the 
« joint compoſition of dome wits with whom Ram- 
epherd % fay con verſed, is without truth. It might be ſubs 
ems, it « ficient to ſay, that none of theſe Gentlemen have 
ed and « left the ſmalleſt fragment behind them that can 
on, ſo “ give countenance to ſuch a claim. While I paſted 
he ge- e my infancy at New Hall, near Pentland Hills, 
ſt eve- « where the ſcenes of this paſtoral Poem are laid, the 
Ram- 6« ſeat of Mr. Forbes, and the reſort of many ot the 
Paſto- & Jjterati at that time, I well remember to have heard 
is on- « Ramſay recite, as his own production, different 
from « ſcenes of the Gentle Shepherd, particularly the two 
of the « firſt, before it was printed. 1 believe my Hon. 
« friend Sir James Clerk of Pennycuick, where 
« Ramſay frequently reſided, and who I know is 
hough « poſſeſſed of ſeveral original Poems compoſed by 
r, and « him, can give the lame teſtimony.” 
untry, b 
d hu- It appears to have been about the year 1725 that 
honeſt Ramizy commenced bookſeller, and was the firft who. 
culiar eſtabliſhed a circulating library in Scotland. What- 
paſtice ever might have been his original education, it can - 
being not he ſuppoſed that a genius like his would be con- 
or the fined to. the mere mechanycal ſervices of a library- 
f the keeper. 
fe in | a, 
re all, The time. of his death is varionity related; but 
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the moſt authentic account we have yet ſeen, is in the 


* — 


—_——_ __— —— B « ce. . am... M.A 


44 


Lad MeuMoms OF-ALLAN RAMSAY», 


9 _ 


trait. painter ls their Majeſlics. 


liſt of deaths in the Scots — for — 
17575. „Died, at Edinburgh, in an advanced age, 


C4 Mr. Allan Ramſay, formerly a bookſeller in that 


4 city, well known for his Gentle Shepherd, and 
es many other Poetical pieces in the Scots dialect, 
« which he wrote and collected.“ 


From this account it would appear, that he was 
not a bookſeller at the time of his death ; and, as he 
died a bankrupt *, we naturally conclude that he 
did not eſcape the fate of other geniuſes who have 
been countenanced by patrons without - generoſity. 


The following letter was written by the Paſtoral 
Poet, to Mr. John Smibert, a Portrait-painter, who 
left England with Dean Berkely, to ſettle in Bermu- 
4 It is dated Edinburgh, May 10, 176. 


4 My FI old friend, | 

4 Your health and happineſs are ever ane addition 
to my ſatisfaction. God make your life ever eaſy 
and Pleaſant—half. a- century of years have now 
row'd o'er my pow, that begins now to be lyart; yet, 
thanks to my author, I eat, drink, and ſlecp as ſound 
as I did twenty years ue (ago) yes, I laugh Weartily 
too, and find as many ſubjects to employ that facul- 


7 His debts were afterwards paid by bis ſon Allan Rams 


Jay, E; the celebrated painter, who died a ferv years agoy 


on bis return fram the” Continent. He was frinipal Per- 
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ty upon as ever; tools, fops, and knaves, grow 
as rank as formerly, yet here and there are to be 
found good and worthy men, who are anc honour to- 
bumunt life. We have ſmall hopes of ſeeing you a- 
gain in our old world ; then let us be virtuous, and 
hope to meet in heaven. My good auld wife is ſtill 
my bed-fellow; my ſon Allan has been purſuing 
your ſcience ſince he was a dozen years a»/d—-was 
with Mr. Hyſſidg, at London, for ſome time, about 
two years ago; has been ſince at home painting 
here like a Raphael ſets out for the ſeat of the beaſt, 
beyond the Alps, within a month hence—to be away 
about two years. I'm feoeer (loth) to part with him, 
but can ſtem the current, which flows from the ad- 
vice of his patrons and his own inclination—I have 
three daughters, one of ſeventeen,one of ſixteen, and 
one of twelve years old, and no rewayled drog/c among 
them, all fine girls. Theſe fix or ſeven years paſt 
I have not written a line of poetry. I c'en gave over 
mm good time, before the coolneſs of fancy, that at- 
tends advanced years, ſhould make me ritk the repu- 
tation I had acquired. 


i Fra: . to five and forty 

My muſe was neither e nor doriy ; 

My Pegaſus wad break his tether, 

F'en at the foagging of a feather, 

And threw ideas ſcour like drift, 
Streatiaę his wings up to the lift; 
Then, then my faul was in a le 


That gert my numbers ſafcly row ; 
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But aid and judgment giz to ſay 
Let be your /aegs, and learn to pray. 
I amy fir, your friend and ſervant, . 
ALLAN RAMSAY,” 
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WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1738. 


Har by the graſſy margin of a ſtream, 
Where zephyrs play'd to cool the ſultry beam, 


Shedding, conglob'd anon, the vapoury dew, 

Or ſpring's rich fragrance from their pinions blue, 
Juſt as the fun from noontide height declin'd, 

And thro” the op'ning trees obliquely ſhin'd, 

A ſhepherd reſted on the flowery ground, 

By diſtant rows of elms encompaſs'd round. 

Pure was his boſom as the ftream that flow'd, 

Or eaſtern gale that o'er its ſurface blow'd, 

Gentle his temper as the lenient flow'r, 

That ſpreads its folds to catch the moiſt'ning how'r, r. 

-Pleas'd and contented with his humble lot, 

His thoughts ne'er ſoar d above the crook or cots 

Oft would he ſoftly ſwell the gnellow reed, 

Bathe in the flood, or view his lambłk ins feed; 

With ſimple footſtep trip the green along, 

Or make lone echoes vocal with his ſong ; © 

Select rich noſegays, elegantly dreſs d, 4 

To fill, but not adorn, his charmer's breaſt : 

Oft ſtudious pore o'er ſome fam*d paſt'ral book, 


+ From Dei: Colledtion of Poems, 
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His plaid thrown by, his flagellet, and crook-; -- + 
Where ruſtic love- ſcenes harmleſsly conſpire, 
To melt the tender heart, and fancy fire ; 
Truth and ſimplicity unletter'd ſhine, 
And innocence embelliſhes each line. 


Above the reſt, the Gentle Shepherd charm'd, 
With hopes and fears alternately alarm'd, 
While Patie, and while Peggy met to woo, 
Almoſt, fo ſtrong the paint, confeſs'd to view; 
With rolling eyes on"one another turn'd, 
| Glancing thoſe fires that in their boſoms burn'd, 
| Not the ſoft odours that m violets dwell, 
Not the bland honey from the waxen cell ; 
Not the mild fannings of the ſouthera breeze, L 
That ſtir to ſighs the not unconſcious trees; pl 
' Not Philomel, firſt minſtrel of the grove, 1 
| Warbling in yonder jes'mine wreath'd alcove ; 
| Not the ſweet murmur of deſcending rills, 
how'r, Nor low-breath'd coo of fir- immantled hills; 
| With more of nature exquiſitely pleaſe 
ot, The elegant, chaſte taſte, and thought at eaſe. 


B Such traces the fond numbers leave behind, 
Such power have fine deſcriptiofis o'er the mind 3 
8 Oft to ſome oak would he his ſpeech addreſs, 
In equal warmth his paſſion to expreſg, 
And fill, as oft as breezes fann'd the trees, 
E, , Fondly concludes an anſwer he receives ; 
Till conquer'd by imaginary charms, 


Around the trunk he claſps his eager arme 
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And, ere his eyes the ſtrange miſtake can ſee, 
Imprints warm kiſſes on the lifeleſs tree. 


Once as he ſat heneath an aged thorn, 
To hreathe the dewy freſhneſs of the morn ; 
His ear attentive to the blackbird's lay, 
Or tuneful thruſn, perch'd on a neighb'ring ſpray; 
A ſwain, ſlowly approaching, he eſpies, 
With his ſpread hand oft lifted to his eyes; 
Whoſe downeafſt looks ſeem to implore relief, 
As if oppreſs'd with ſome o'erwhelming grief. 
Touch'd with the ſudden fympathy of wo, 
Yet apprehenſive the event to know ; 
While mix'd furmiſes all his mind poſſeſa, 
And various reaſons offer to his gueſs, - 
Near him with trembling ſtep the ſhepherd draws, 
Eager to aſk the melancholy cauſe : 
But all the anſwer his enquiry gains, 
Which yet, alas! too well his grief explains, 
Theſe few ſhort, but emphatic words expreſt, 
RamMsaAr is 54 !—his filence told the reſt. 
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T* making any obſervations upon this celebrated - 
paſtoral, it ſeems moſt natural to conſider it under 
the following heads: xz/, The Fable—244y, The Cha- 
raters—34y, The Sentiments and Behaviour of 
the Actors; and, in the 44 place, The Language. 


1/, The fables of all dramatic works muft be 
probable, but thoſe of the paſtoral drama muſt be pe- 
cuharly ſo; nay theſe laſt muft conſiſt chiefly of com- 
mon incidents, ſubſervient to one intereſting event, 
which is the end and occaſion of the whole. Exact - 
ly ſuch is the paſtoral of the Gentle Shepherd; al- 
moſt all the ſcenes in it are familiar to the Scotch- 
man, who hath paſſed his days on this fide the 
Tweed; and there is one leading circumſtance, one 

Vol. I. Þ . 
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principal occurrence, which all the reſt (nicely orga- 
nized) approximate, at their ſeveral diſtances. This 
great and happy event is no leſs than the ſafe return 
of Sir William Worthy from the wars, and his arriv- 

al at his paternal ſeat. 


There are few, very few of our countrymen, we 
believe who havemot peruſed the Gentle Shepherd a- 
gain and again, with increaſed ſatisfaction and de- 
light ; and from whenee, let ns aſk, ariſe theſe plea- 
ſing emotions ? are they not occaſioned by the affini- 
ty which we obſerve between this comedy and nature, 


and its uniform concordance with what we have 


ſeen and experienced in the world ? 


24, Of the characters. Theſe are perhaps as well 
divetfified as the paſtoral life will admit of. The in- 
cidents in it are ſuppoſed to be few, and thoſe unin- 
tereſting. We imagine that the pipe and crook al- 
ternately engage the ſhepherd's attention; in every 
ſeaſon of the year he ſpends to-day as he did yeſter- 
day, with little or no variation. In like manner, the 
fon (making allowances for the difference in natural 
diſpoſitions) grows up in the very footſteps of his 
father; his ambition ends wit the boundaries of his 
paſture ; his affections are fixed on ſome coy ſhep- 
herdeſs, whoſe praiſes he ſings with unwearied aſſidu- 
ity, orwhoſe cruelty he laments in ſuch feeling ſtrains, 
that the fympathetic rocks and vallies reſound his tale 
uf wor 
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We further ſuppole, that theſe happy people form- 
ed themſelves into convenient ſocieties, where they 
did and received good offices. to and from one an- 
other; and who, from the nature of their proſt ſſion, 
and from their fituation in life, we may conclude 
wert remarkable for the innocency af their lives, 
and ſimplicity of their manners. 


Such is a ſample of the golden age which is no 
more to be met with im theſe iron times. 


In the bird place, the ſentiments and behaviour of 


the actors are periectly correſpondent to their re- 


ſpective conditions. All of them, except the Knight, 
are placed in an humble fphere of lite, and their opi- 
nions and actions are fuch as befit perſons who have 
not received a liberal education; yet notwithſtand- 
ing, they (tutored by nature and uncorrupted by 
the world) make uſe of ſimilies drawn from objects 
immediately ſurrounding them, which come home 
with greater force to the feeling heart, than any 
thing which can be effected by the choiſeſt lan- 


guage, or moſt elaborate phraſeology. 


In the fourth place, of the language : that by ſome 
it hath been reprobated for its vulgarity and mean» 
nels; that there are ſome vulgariſms in this Poem 
which it would certainly have been better without, 
we are not diſpoſed to deny, but that theſe abound 
throughout, or that the language on the whole is 
mean, we can on no account admit: it is ſeldom (if 
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ever) unſuitable to the quality of the ſpeakers, who, 


it may be proper here to obſerve, muſt not be 
confidered as every way the ſame with the primi- 
tive ſhepherds ſpoken of before, or as exactly of 
that caſt which Pope deſcribes to be the fitteſt cha- 
racters for paſtoral poetry, but in a great degree be- 
low both; they may be faid to be their equals in felici- 
ty ; their inferiors in birth, riches, and mental qua- 
lifications ;- viewing them in this light, we ought not 
to be out of humour with the Poet, when we meet 
with one or two unpoliſhed phraſes in the mout 
of any of his dramatis perſene ; becauſe, 1}, they are 
taken from real life; 24, they render the Poem more 
ludicrous; and laſtly, the author meant they ſhould 
pleaſe. In ſhort, we are of opinion, that if fuch natu- 
ralities do not always beautify, they ſeldom disfigure 
à work of this kind, 


We may finally, remark, that the ſpeeches of 
the good old Knight are happily characteriſtic, 
They poſſeſs a degree of dignity, tempered with af- 
fability, which is exceedingly agreeable to the reader, 
and which is highly meritorious in the author. 
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_ following deſeription of the Natural Scenery 

of the Gentle Shepherd, is taken from a topo- 
graphical account of New Hall, (formerly the feat of 
Duncan Forbes, Eſq; and now poſſeſſed by Robert 
Brown, Eſq; Advocate, ) in the pariſh of Pennycuick, 
publiſhed in the Appendix to the x7th volume of Sir 
John Sinclair's Statiſtical Account of Scotland, drawn 
up by Lord Efegrove.—After 2 minute deſcription 
of the country m the neighbourhood of New * 
he adds ;— 


« What makes theſe particulars intereſting, is, that 
at this time, when tlie property of Mr. Forbes, this 
place was diſtinguiſhed by Allan Ramſay's attach- 
ment to it, as well as to the proprietor and his family, 
in conſequence of which it aſſiſted in forming, and 
was choſen by him for the ſcenes of that celebrated 
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Paſtoral Comedy the Gentle Shepherd. While I 
paſſed my infancy at New Hall,” ſays Mr. Tytler in 
his edition of King James's Poems, near Pentland , 
© Hills, where the ſcenes of this paftoral Poem were laid, the 
© ſeat of Mr. Forbes and the reſort of many of the /;- 
© terati at that time, I well remember to have heard 
© Ramſay recite, as his own production, different 
© ſcenes of the Gentle Shepherd, particularly the tvs 
© firfl, before it was printed. I believe my honoura- 
© ble friend, Sir James Clerk of Pennycuick, where 
© Ramſay frequently reſided, and who, I know, is 
© poſſeſſed of ſeveral original Poems compoſed byhim, 
© can give the ſame teſtimony.—P. S. The above note 
© was ſhown to Sir James Clerk, and had his appro- 
* bation.” In ſummer 1788 Mr. Tytler, when on a 
viſit tothepreſent proprietor, enumeratedamong thoſe 

to whom he here referred, Preſident Forbes, Baron Sir 

John, and William Clerk his brother, of Pennycuick, 

Dr. Clerk, and Provoſt Lindſay of Edinburgh, and D 
alto pointed out the room that had been uſually oc- G 
cupied by himſelf, Of the two firſt ſcenes particu- 
larly condeſcended on, and which indeed contain all 
the firſt act, and moſt of the pictureſque ſcenery in IN Betw 
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the Poem. The firſt is, Efk a 
Beneath the ſouth fide of a craggy bield, 8 
Where chriſtal ſprings the haleſome waters yield: he 4 


| 
| And the ſecond, a 

| A flowrie howm between twa . EY 
b 

| 


Where laſſes uſe to waſh and ſpread their claiths ; 
A trotting burnie wimpling through the ground, 
Ks channel pecbles ſhining ſmooth and round: 
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JExnNY. | 
Come, Meg, let's fa” to wark upon this green, 
This ſhining day will bleach our linen clean ; 
The water clear, the lift unclouded blew, 
Will mak' them like a lily wet wi' dew. 


PEGGY. 


Gae farer up the burn to Habbie's How, 

Where a' the ſweets of ſpring and ſimmer grow, 

Between twa birks, out o'er a little lin, 

The water fa's and maks a ſingand din; 

A pool breaſt deep, beneath as clear as glaſs ; 

Kiſſes. wi” - eaſy whirls the bord'ring graſs : 

We'll end our waſhing while the morning's cool; 

And when the day grows het we'll to the pool, 
There waſh ourſells,——— 


JENNY. 


Daft laſſie, when we're naked, what'll ye ſay, 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
And ſee us fac |—— 


Between the houſe and the little haugh, where the 
Eſk and the rivulets from the Harbour Craig meet, 
are ſome romantic grey craggs at the fide of the wa- 
ter, looking up a turn in the glen, and directly front- 
ing the ſouth. Their crevices are filled with birches, 
ſhrubs, and copſewood ; the clear ſtream purles its 
way paſt, within a few yards, before it runs dire&tly 
under them, and projecting beyond their baſes, they 
give complete beild to whatever is beneath, and form 
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the moſt inviting retreat imaginable. Farther up, 
the glen widens immediately behind the houſe, into 
2 confiderahle green or holm, with the hanging burn 
now more quiet, winding among peebles, in ſhort 
turns through it. At the head of this howm, on the 
edge of the ſtream, with an aged thorn behind them, 
are the ruins of an old waſhing houſe ; and the place 
was ſo well calculated for the uſe it had formerly 
been applied to, that another more convenient one 
was butlt about twenty years ago, and is ftill to be 
ſeen, Still farther up the hurn, agreeable to the de- 
ſcription in the dialogue of the ſecond ſcene, the Rol- 
low beyond Mary's Bower, where the Efk divides it 
in the middle, and forms a lin or leap, is named the 
How Burn; a ſmall encloſure above is called the Brae- 
head park; and the hollow below the caſcade, with 
its bathing pool, and little green, its birches, wild 
ſhrubs, and variety of natural flowets in ſummer, 
with its rocks, and the whole of its romantic and ru- 
ral ſcenery, coincides exactly with the deſcription of 
Habby's How. It was ſo deſigned, no doubt, to di- 
Ringuiſh it from the upper diviſion of the How, ei- 
ther {or the ſake of the verſe, and the alliteration or 
initial reſemblance, or which is more likely, becauſe 
ſome cottager of that name, in other parts of the Po- 
em called Hab and Halbert, aud a favourite in the 
family, had at that, or ſome former period, choſen 
this ſpot for the ſcite of his hut. There are ſtill the 


xeraains'of a cottage on the top of the north bank, 


immediately over it, and the pool continues to be, 
the favourite place for bathing. Farther up fill, the 
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grounds beyond the How Burn, to the weſtward, cal 
ed Carlops, a contraction for Carline's Loup, were 
uppoſed once to have been the reſidence of a Car- 
line or Witch, who lived in a dell, at the foot of the 

Carlops Hill, near a paſs between two conic rocks: 

from the oppoſite points of which ſhe was often ob- 

erved at nights, by the ſuperſtitious and ignorant, 
bounding and friſking on her broom, acroſs the en - 

trance. Not far from this, on a height to the eaſt, 

is a very ancient half withered ſolitary aſh tree, near 

he old manſion-houſe of Carlops, overhanging a well, 

with not another of 30 years ſtanding in fight of it; 

and from the open grounds to the ſouth, both it and 

the glen, with the village, and ſome decayed cotta« 

ges in it, and the Carline's Loups at its mouth, are 

ſeen. Ramſay may not have obſerved, or referred 

to this tree, but it is a curious circumſtance that it 

ſhould be there, and ſo fituated as to complete the 

reſemblance to the ſcene, which ſeems to have been 

taken from the place. 


Acr II. Scene II. 


The open field. A cottage in a glen, 

An auld wife ſpinning at the ſunny end.— 

At a ſmall diſtance, by a blaſted tree, 

With falded arms, and half-aiſed look ye ſee, . 
Bauldy his lane. 


The tradition, the objects of the landſcape, and the 
poet's intimate acquaintance with every thing con- 
Rectcd with his Send property, all tend to ſhows 
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that not only the ſeenery, but the tory itſeli, was in 
forne meaſure borrowed from it. In the third act, 
Sir William Worthy laments the ruinous condition 
of many of the particulars which diſtinguiſhed the 
place in the time of Sir David Forbes, and had been 
the reſult of his taſte and attention. The avennes 
are not omitted, and even the tapeſtry which had 
covered two of the ſides of the Advocate's Room, 
that when the proprietor took poſſeſſion, were lite- 
rally in the exact ſituation deferibed at the 2 
of the third act, 

c — ; no chimney left, 

© The naked walls of tap'ftry all bereft,” 


is taken notice. of, The offices, and pigeon houſes 
and gardens, give riſe to the following exclamatiog 
in the ſame ſcene, 


My ſtables and pavilions, broken walls 

That with each rainy blaſt decaying falls : 

My gardens once adorn'd the moſt compleat, 

With all that nature all that art makes fweet, &c. 

But overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier ; 

No jaccacinths or eglintines appear. 
And if, as is preſumable, the name Worthy was gi- 
ven the proprietor, in compliment to Sir Davigꝗ For- 
bes, William has evidently been placed before it, in 
preference to any other Chriſtian name, merely for 
the ſake of alliteration. In 1784, after a viſit, the 
proprietor received the following verfes from Mr, 
2 author of the Statiſtical Account of Dun- 


yre, and late miniſter of that pariſh, a reſpectable 
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and ingenious man, and who, from his intimacy with 
the late Sir James Clerk, was alſo well acquainted 
with whatever related to Ramſay's compoſitions, and 
to the Gentle Shepherd in particular. In theſe lines, 
the houſes of Glaud and Symon are ſuppoſed to have 
been the cottage at the foot of Monk's Burn; and 
that of Harley muir, on the height on the other fide 
of the water above the Steel, and not far from the 
Harbour Craig. The firſt is very old, and only the 
foundation of the laſt is to be diſcovered, a little to 
the eaſt of the preſent one, ſeen from the lake. The 
verſes are entitled, A Morning Walk at New Hall 
in Mid-Lothian, the ſeat of Robert Brown, Eſq; Ad- 


vocate. 


Waked by the morning rays from fleeting dreams 
] leave the couch inviting to repoſe, 


To trace the ſcenes which nature ſpreads around; 
To pleaſe the eye or animate the ſoul, 

With recollections drawn from ancient times. 
We enter firſt the glen adorn'd with trees, 
Where varied ſhades and pleaſing groves delight 
The warbling birds that perch on every ſpray. 
The lulling murmurs of the diſtant Eſk, 

At bottom of the woods ſalute the ear; 

Beyond, the riſing heights covered with woods, 
And interſpers'd with jutting rocks, invite 

The eye to trace, in beauty's waving line, 

The vivid landſcape, rich with deepening ſhades 
Which here o'erhang the glaſly glittering ſtream 
Till from the widening vale the country OP Son 


U 


** 
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The winding g path now leads us thro? the wood, 
Where Eſk pours forth her filver flowing ſtream 
In ſweet retirement, and ſequeſter'd ſhade. 

We then approach the opening of the trees 
Where now the ruftic ſwain enjoys the banks, 
Happy and blythe, not far his humble cot, 
Cloath'd with the ſhining ſtraw, whoſe white-waſh'd MW To 


Appear contraſted with the ivy's green. (walls WW Th: 


Before the door the partner of his cares | Or 
Turns ſwift the wheel, and tunes the Scottiſh ſong, To 
Eying aſkance her young ones on the graſs, Wh 
' Left they too near approach the river's bank: Sloy 
The cattle ſpread around now browſe the herbs, Sacr 
Loaded with dews delightful to the taſte, To 
The watchful dog guards well the ripen'd corns Wh 
And faves the treaſure for his maſter's uſe. Wh 
Near this 4 Megſing riv let glides along, We 
Falls from the height, and forms the bright caſcade, Thr 
Where hollowgrocks ſurround the foaming pool, And 
And a ſhade to ſcreen the mid-day fun. — Sacr 
Fromithis we mount the bank to view the lake, Tw. 
b er ſurface drawn from cryſtal ſprings, And 
Lan k'd and ſmooth, where oft the finny tribe W Whe 
Riſe at the glittering fly with eager haſte. — That 
We now return and trace the river's banks, Whil 
Studded with cowſlips, and with copſewoodsgrown'd. MW Here 
Beyond, the proſpect's barren all and wild, By ke 
With hollow glens and deep ſequeſter'd lawns. You | 


Now all at once, far up another glen, 
Midſt awful ſolitudes and darkſome della, 
A high tremendous rock erechs his frout: .. 
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On near approach we found it deeply mark d, 


With venerable names of theſe who fled; 

In Charles's kapleſs days, the haunts of men, 

Purſued by unrelenting bands who ſought. 

Their death, and wag d ignoble war. 

Here ſad the preacher ſtood with, ſolemn pauſe, 

To mark, with outſtretch'd arm, the ſombre heath, 

The field. of Scottiſh and of Engliſh wars; 

Or what more near concern'd the liſt' ning croud, 

To point the fatal fpot on Pentland Hills, 

Where many a ploughman warrior fought and fell. 

Slowly we turn and leave theſe. gloomy ſcenes, 

Sacred to ſighs and deepeſt heart-felt wo, 

To ſcek the pleaſing banks and purling rill 

Where copſewood thickets cheer the wand'ring eye, 

Where honeyſuckle with the birch entwines. 

We enter now from hence the weſtern glen 

Through which the murm'ring Eſk pours: forth his 

And view a paſt ral and more plealing ſcene, [fireamn,. 

Sacred to fame, and deem'd now claſſic ground. 

Tas here a beautiful receſs was found; 

And hence aroſe the ſcene of Habby's How: 

Where now appears betwixt two birks the lin 

That falling forms the pool where bath'd the maids, 

Whilſt here upon the green their cloth they laid. 

Here on a ſeat reclin'd, ſcreen'd from the fun, 

By hazle fhrubs and honeyfuckle flowers 

You fit at eafe and recollect the fong, 

While ſportive fancy imag'ry fupplies.—. 

Following the ſtream, we view the happy ſpots, 

Where Glaud and Symon dwelt in times of old, 
Vol. I. QC 
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"And paſs*'d the joke over the nut brown ale; thei 
Where old Sir William cheer'd poor Peggy's heart, rive 
And gave her yielding to ker Patie's arms.— bou 
Thy pen, O Ramſay ! ſweeteſt paſtoral bard ! whi 
Alone was fit to paint the pleaſing tale, ing 
And teach mankind the charms of rural life ! bree 


Among the beſt of Namſay's ſmaller productions 
are àn Ode to Mr. Forbes, and ſome verſes on Mrs. 
Forbes, late Lady New Hall, as ſhe is called, accord- 
ing to the faſhion of the time, whoſe maiden name, 
it appears, was Bruce. So fond he was of the place, 
that he begins his parady of one of Horace's Odes, 
as if ſeated at one of the front windows of the houſe, 
© Look up to Peutland's tow'ring tops,” &c. and in 
an epiſtie to Gay the poet, either from this or Penny- 
cuick, where his patrons the Dake and Ducheſs of 
Queenſberry, have their portraits, and were intimate» 
ly acquainted, he addreſſes him thus: 


To thee frae edge of Pentland height. 
Where fawns and fairies take delight, 
And revel a the livelang night, 

Oer glens and braces, 
* Abard that bas the ſecond fight 
Thy fortune ſpaes. 


This is "the only place, in the neighbourhood of the 
Pentland range, that looks up in front of theſe moun- 
taing. In the month of May, the bright green {ward 
of the, Spittal hill is often, on this fide, half covered 
and ſtudded over with all the ewes of the farm, and 
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their young ones as white as inuw, baſking above the 
river, in the face of the fun, friſking and jumping a- 
bout, or making the air reſound with their bleatings; 
whilſt the ſhepherd and his dog, laid on a neighbour- 
ing height, command the whole and ſeek the coohng 
breezes - 


When, in a fine evening, from the front windows, 
in the month of July, the ſun, with glowing clouds 
innumerable, inclines towards the weſtern ſhoulder of 
the mountain, and his golden rays ſtream along its 
ſmooth and verdant ſurface, touching the flighteſt in- 
equality, and deepening and extending every ſha- 
dow ; when at this time, the flock appears over the 
lawns and trees, from the other fide, on its ſummit, 
and, ſpread like a white ſheet, gradually contracting 
deſcendsinto the bughts, about mid-way down, where 
the milk maids await, and, as it is expreſſed in 
the 4th ſcene of the ad act, “ Roſie lilts the milk- 
ing of the ewes,” attended by the ſhepherd wrapt in 
his plaid, with his ſtaff and his dog; it is impoſſible 
not to join in the requeſt of the poet, in that beauti- 
ful old Scottiſh melody, „ Will you go to the ewe 
« bughts 3” and a ſcene as rich, as truly paſtoral and 
ſublime, is frequently preſented to the eye, as ever was 
painted by Claude le Lorrain, or Thomſon could de- 
ſcribe. The wawking of the faulds, gives the tune 
to the very firſt ſong which opens the play under con- 
ſideration, and was naturally pitched upon, where 
ſach an occurrence is alſo often and fo ſtrikingly ex- 
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From theſe circumſtaners, the manners, ideas, em- 
ployments, language, and dreſs of the old inhabitantsʒ 
the title of the former proprietor by whom the houſe 
was built; Ramfay's intimacy with bis ſon, and ar- 
tachment to the place; the ſheer there given to the 
covenanters before the Reſtoration, which is commo- 
morated with ſo much loyaltyand exultation in the co- 
medy ; the mention made in it of General Monk; 
the tradition as to the witch in the glen at Carlops; 
the correſponding ſcenery at Habbie s How, and a- 
bout the honſe ; the number of ftreams, birckes, 
rocks, caſcades, and glens, with che natural farubs 
and flowers growing wild upon the banks, together 
with the ſuperior verdure and beauty of the neigh- 
bouring hills, particularly thoſe in the front of the 
houſe ; the reader may eably trace, from hende 
have ſprung almoſt all the incidents and paſtoral 
dcenery of the Gentle Shepherd, the molt beautiful 
of our Scottiſh Porans, 


That ſtriking ſenery produces a very powerful 
_ effect upon the imagination ; and, when it becomes 
an obje&t of attachment, muſt influence and give 4 
correſponding character to the productions of a poet, 
as woll as of « painter, is unqucſiionable. A collec- 
tion of fine words may be made, and ſtrung mecham- 
cally together, as occaon requires, into ſomething 
Ake a picture; but, 2s it is the combination, and 
not the wortls themielves, that produces the eſſect, 
it is from the ſludy of nature only we can acquire 
thoſe impreſſions to be conveyed to the reader, in a 
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Kriking deſcription ; and a port, to excel in that 
branch of his art, rwaſt be alive to the charms of a 
good landſcape ; muſt collect from nature alone ſuch 
objects as fuit his purpoſe, in thoſe places where the 
greateſt number of them ave tobe met with; and in 
their diftributzon and colouriag, mult follow the ſame 
rules that that painter does, who purſues the only 
road to fame, in a Gmilar ſpecies of compoſition. If 
it is nature that is to be repreſented, either on paper 
or canvas, and a true ſibeneſs given, ſhe muſt fit for 
her picture, lu this cate no violation of cuſtom or in · 
congruity can ever take place. All Shenftone's de- 
Criptions, an many of his other Poems, are mere 
expreſſions of the techng excited by the ſcenes among 
which be lived, and in which he delighted; and in 
this view, as containing the origmais from whence 
his eng aging deicriptions were drawn, the Arcadian 
Graplicity of the Leafowes, kas been a greater obje& 
of curiofity aud intereſt, to people of genuine ſenſibili- 
ty and taſte, than places crowded with the moſt ex- 
penſive ornaments. Beſides the national concern e- 
very Scotchman in particular mult have, in whatever 
relates to a performance, which, as 2 PASTORAL Co- 
MEDY, has not been SURPASSED, or perhaps EQUAL» 
LED, in any language; in the ſume light, as the 
manners cannot be preſerved, it was deſirable to af 
certain, at leaſt, the ſpot from whence Ramſay had 
got thoſe paſtoral deſcriptions, and ſcenes, which are 
fo mimatably and faithfully copied. Accordingly the 
Gentle Shepherd no fooner drew admiration, than 


every trifling ſtrcamlet, in the direction of the Pent- 
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— Hills, was honoured with a Habbie's How; and 


baving once got the name fixed upon it, the whole 
ſcenery of the Poem was applied to the neighbour- 
hood, without producing any evidence, that Ramſay 
had ever reſided in the place, or had ever an oppor- 
tunity of ſeeing the ſpot itſelf. Some forgetting 
even that Habbie's How was a place, Where a 
& the ſweets of ſpring and ſummer grow, gave the 
name, as in the water of Glencroſs, to a ſpot which 
has nothing peculiar in itſelf or neighbourhood; 
which is away from all inhabitants, bare, and ſur- 
rounded with marſhes; where there is ſcarcely a birch, 
or ſhrub, unleſs a ſtinted ſolitary thorn, or rowan ſtick- 
ing out, as if dropt, by accident, from a rock deſerves 
the name; where not a flower, but that of whins, 
where the ſoil is dry, is to be found; and which Ram- 
ſay, from having no apparent connection with it, 
br its neighbourhood, in all probability never ſaw, or 
even heard of, in his life. On this account, to re- 
move the diſagreeable and unpleaſant ſenſations ariſ- 
ing from every ſpecies of uncertainty, and as a matter 
of curioſity, it has been endeavoured to fix, with pre- 
cifion, from whence the ſcenes of the Gentle Shep- 
herd were drawn. Although unconnected with the 
honour. and hiſtory of Scotland, ſuch a ſubject is a- 
muſing, and as a matter of curioſity may lead to im- 
provement. Curioſity is one of our earlieſt and ſtrong- 
eſt incitements to action; it is the only road to wiſ- 
dom; it is the prime mover of philoſophers, as well 
as of children; it is lively, entertaining, and innocent 
in its gratification ; and what is the end of all our 


purſui 
tion 0 
from 

ceptio 
of our 
our co 
and 5 
ſomey 
encou 
ed by 
nycuic 
couſin 
Thom 
with! 
and e. 


deſcri 


Rar 
beſide 
large 
tryme 
tions 
ſeems 
his att 
the B. 


The 
disjoin 
the gl 
Craig 
ed wit 


matter 
rith pre- 
le Shep- 
with the 
ect is a- 
d to im- 
1 ſtrong- 
| to wiſ⸗- 
, as well 
nnocent 
f all our 


ON THE SCENERY, &e xxx 


— — —— — — 


purſuits, even the moſt important, but the gratifica- 
tion of ſome one of thoſe paſſions or appetites arifing 
from external objects, through the mediums of per- 
ception and emotion, which conſtitute the veryeſſence 
of our being, and without which life itſelf is beyond 
our comprehenſion? At this time New Hall, Carlops, 
and Spittal, all belonged to Mr. Forbes; and it is 
ſomewhat remarkable, that, while Allan Ramſay was 
encouraged by him, and Gay the poet was patronif= 
ed by the intimate friends of Sir James Clerk at Pen- 
nycuick, the Duke and Ducheſs of Queenſherry, his 
couſin, Preſident Forbes, was the chief ſupport of 
Thomſon, who might often have been here alon 
with him, and was alſo diſtinguiſhed for the accuracy 
and engaging ſimplicity, as well as richneſs, of his 
deſcriptions of rural life and ſcenery, 


Ramſay was an enthuſtaſt in Scottiſh muſic, and 
beſides his own, which are numerous, he has made a 
large collection of ſongs wrote by others of his couns 
trymen; and it was in all probabilityfrom his connec- 
tions with him, that Gay, whoſe genius, originally, 
ſeems to have been of a very ſimilar caſt, has ſhown 


his attachment to our tunes in his celebrated play uf 
the Beggar's Opera, | 


Theſe properties, on the death of Mr. Forbes, were 
disjoined, but are now again united; the fartheſt of 
the glens behind has been flooded, from the Harbour 
Craig upwards, and the banks are about to be covers 
ed with wood. An enriched obeliſk has been raiſed 
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on the higheſt part of the lawn, betwixt and Mary's 


Bower, and a ruſtic hut near it, on a bold point on 
the brink of the glen. The incloſures and pleaſure 
grounds, towards the road and hills in front, and the 
plantations have been much extended, both down. to 
the lake and up towards the village, near which, on an 
eminence at the foot of the hills, a romantic and 
Arcadian ſcite bas been choſen for a monument ta 
their favourite paſtaral Bard. 
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SCOTS LADIES. 


FAIR PATRONESSES, 


ox your innocent diverſion, and to invite thoſe en- 

gaging ſmiles which heighten your other beauties, 
the moſt part of my Poems were wrote, having had the 
pleaſure to be ſometimes approved of by you, which 
was the mark I chiefly aimed at. Allow me then to 
lay the following Collection at your feet; accept of 
it as a grateful return of every thought happily expreſ- 
ſed by me, they being leſs owing to my natural genius, 
than to the inſpiration of your charms. 


I ſhall hope to be excuſed, when I drop the common 
form, and enter not into a detail of your qualities, al- 
though the faireſt field for panegyric, but too extenſive 
for a Dedication, and many of them the ſubjects which 
embelliſh the whole book. 


With difficulty I curb 7 and decline ſo delights 
2 * 
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ful a theme: The raviſhing images crowd upon me; 
but I will reſerve them for Numbers. Proſe is too 
low, and looks affected when dreſſed in the ornaments 


of panegyric. 


Dear Ladies, pardon my eſcapes, and honour me 
always with your indulgent protection, and allow me 
ever to be, | 


May it pleaſe your Ladyſhips, 
Your moſt humble, 
Moſt obedient, diſob 
Eiinb, 14th July, And moſt faithful Servant, his. 


1721. 
ALLAN RAMSAY, i ob 
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9'T1s none of the leaſt of my diverfions to fee one 

art of the world laughing at the other, yet all 
ſeem Fully ſatisfied with their own opinions and abili- 
ties ; but I ſhall never quarrel with any man whoſe tem- 
per is the reverſe of mine, and enters not into the taſte 
of the ſame pleaſures. *Tis as ridiculous for one to be 
diſobliged at another's different way of thinking, as it 
is to challenge him for having a noſe not of a ſhape with 
his. Every man 1s born with a particular bent, which 
will diſcover itſelf in ſpite of all oppoſition, Mine 
is obvious, which fince I knew, I never inclined to curb, 
but rather encouraged myſelf in the purſuit, though ma- 
ny difficulties lay in my way. 

Whgther poetry be the moſt elevated, delightful and 
generous ſtudy in the world, is more than I dare affirm 
but I think ſo; yet 1 am afraid, when the following 
miſcellany is examined, I ſhall not be found to deſerve 
the eminent character that belongs to the Epic Maſter, 
whoſe fire and phlegm is equally blended. But As 
nacreon, Horace, and Waller were poets, and had their 
ſouls warmed with true poetic flame, although their 
patience fell ſhort of thoſe who could beſtow a num- 
ber of years-on the finiſhing one heroic poem, and juſtly 
claim the pre-eminence. 

If I know any faults in my own productions, am 
not fool enough to blaze them; perhaps they may be 
overlooked by the indulgence of my beſt friends, for 
whom I write —'Tis not to be doubted that I have 
enemies; yes, I have been honoured with three or four 


latyrs, but ſuch wretched — ſeveral of my friends 
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would alledge upon me, that I had wrote and publiſhed 
them myſelt (none of the worſt politics I own), to make 
the world believe I had no foes but fools. Such pedants 
as confine learning to the critical underſtanding of the 
dead languages, while they are ignorant of the beauties 
of their mother-tongue, do not view me with a friendly 
eye; but I am even with them, when I tell them to 
their faces without bluſhing, that I underſtand Horace 
but faintly in the original and yet can feaſt on his beau- 
tiful thoughts dreſſed in Britiſh ;—and do not ſee any 
great occaſion for every man's being made capable to 
tranſlate the claſſics, when they are ſo elegantly done 
to his hand. Nor do I value though Dr. Bently heard 
this; and perhaps it had been no worſe for the great 
Lyrick, that this ſame Doctor had underſtood the La- 
tin tongue as little as I.—If this paragraph chance to 
Taiſe a neſt of waſps, let them read the next to blunt 
their ſtings. 

My cheerful friends will pardon (a very eſſential qua- 
Iification of a poet) my vanity, when, in ſelf-defence, I 
inform the ignorant, that many of the fineſt ſpirits, and 
of the higheſt quality and diſtinction, eminent for lite- 
rature and knowledge of mankind, from an affability 
which ever accompanies great minds, tell me, „They 
are pleaſed with what I have done ;** and add, „ That 
my ſmall knowledge of the dead or foreign languages is 
nothing to my diſadvantage. King David, Homer, and 
Virgil (ſay they), were more ignorant of the Scots and 
Engliſh tongue, than you are of Hebrew, Greek, and 
Latin: Purſue your own natural manner, and be an 
Original.” One may very eaſily imagine, that I hear 
this with abundance of ſecret ſatisfaction and joy. The 
ladies too are on my ſide; they grace my ſong with the 
ſweetneſs of their voices, conn. over my paſtoral, and 
ſmile at my innocent merry tale. 


Thus ſbielded by the Brave and Fair, 
My fors may envy, but deſpair. 
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That I have expreſſed my thoughts in my native dia- 
lect, was not only inclination, but the deſire of my beſt 
and wiſeſt friends ; and moſt reaſonable, fince good i- 
magery, juſt ſimilies, and all manner of ingenious 
thoughts, in a well laid defign, diſpoſed into numbers, 
is _ Then good poetry may be in any language. 
—But ſome nations ſpeak rough, and their words are 
confounded with a multitude of hard conſonants which 
makes the numbers unharmonious: beſides, their lan- 
guage is ſcanty, which makes a diſagreeable repetition 
of the ſame words. — Theſe are no defects in ours; the 
pronunciation is liquid and ſonorous, and much fuller 
than the Engliſh, of which we are maſters by being 
taught it in our ſchools and daily reading it ; which be- 
ing added to all our own native words, of eminent ſig- 
nificancy, makes our tongue by far the completeſt ; for 
inſtance, I can ſay, an empty houſe, a toom barrel, a boſs bead, 
and @ hollow heart. Many ſuch examples might be 
given, but let this one ſuffice. 

I cannot here omit a paragraph or two of a preface 
wrote by the learned Dr. Sewel, to a London edition 
of one of my paſtorals, after he has ſaid ſome things ve- 
ry bandſomely in my favour.—In behalf of our language 
he expreſſes himſelf thus: “ The following poem, if I 
am not miſtaken (for I ſet up for no critic), 1s a true and 
Juſt paſtoral, abounding with thoſe beauties, which are 
either required, or are to be found in the beſt eſteemed 
paſtorals. The Scotticiſms, which perhaps may of- 
tend ſome over-nice ear, give new life and grace to 
the poetry, and become their place as well as the Doric 
dialect of Theocritus, fo much admired by the beſt judg- 
es. When I mention that tongue, I bewail my own 
little knowledge of it, ſince I meet with ſo many words 
and phraſes fo expreſſive of the ideas they are intended 
to repreſent. A ſmall acquaintance with that language, 
and our old Engliſh poets, will convince any man, that 
we ſpend to much time in looking abroad for triſling de- 
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licacics, when we may be treated at home with a more 
ſubſtantial as well as a more elegant entertainment.“ 

There are ſome of the following, which we common- 
ly reckon Engliſh poetry, ſuch as 7 be Morning Interview, 
Content, c but all their difference from the others is on- 
ly in the orthography of ſome words; ſuch as from: for 

frae, bold for band, and fore few names of things; and 
in thoſe, though the words be pure Engliſh, the idiom 
or phraſeology is {till Scots. 

hroughout the whole I have only copied from na- 
ture; and with all precaution have ſtudied, as far as it 
came within the ken of my obſervation. and memory, 
not to repeat what has been already faid by others, 
though it be next to impoſſible ſometimes to ſtand clear 
of them, eſpecially in the little love-plots of a ſong —— 

There are towards the end of this miſcellany, five or ſix 
imitations of Horace, which any acquainted with that 
author will prefently obſerve. I have only ſnatched 
at his thought and method in groſs, and dreſſed them up 
in Scots, without confining myſelf to no more or no leſs; 
ſo that theſe are only to be reckoned a following of his 
manner. 

This is all I think needful in defence of my book, and 
to keep it in countenance with a preface. 
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TO Mr. ALLAN RAMSAY, 


ON HIS POETICAL WORKS, 


A1L, Northern bard ! thou fav'rite of the Nine, 
Bright, or as Horace did, or Virgil ſhine. 

In ev'ry part of what thou'ſt done we find, 

How they and great Apollo too have join'd, 
o furniſh thee with an uncommon ſkill, 

And with poetic fire thy boſom fill. 


Thy Morning Interview throughout is fraught 
With tuneful numbers and majeſtic thought: 
And Celia, who her lover's ſuit diſdain'd, 

Is by all-powerful gold at length obtain'd. 


When winter's hoary aſpect makes the plains * 
Unpleaſant to the nymphs and jovial ſwains, 
Sweetly thou doſt thy rural couples call, 

To pleaſures known within Edina's wall. 


When, Allan, thou, for reaſons thou know'ſt beſt, 
Doom'd buſy Cowper to eternal reſt, 
What mortal could thine el'gy on him read, 
And not have ſworn he was defunct indeed ! 
Yet, that he might not loſe accuſtom'd dues, | 
You rous'd him from the grave to open pews; 
Such magic, worthy Allan, hath thy mule. 


Th' experienc'd bad, in apteſt ſtrains thou'ſt made 
Early inſtruc her pupils in their trade; 
Leſt, when their — wrinkled are with age, 
They ſnould not cullies as when young engage. 
But on our ſex why art thou ſo ſevere, 
To wiſh for pleaſure we may pay ſo dear ? 
Suppoſe that thou had'ſt, piet cheerful juice, 
Met with a ſtrolling harlot, wond'rous ſpruce, 
And been by her prevail'd with to reſort 
Where claret might be drunk, or, if not, port; 
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Suppoſe, I ſay, that this thou granted had, 
And freedom took with the enticing jade, 
Would'ſt thou not hope ſome artiſt might be found 
To cure, if aught you ail'd, the ſmarting wound ? 


When of the Caledonian garb you fing 
e from Tartana's diſtant elime you bring 

ith how much force you recommend the plai 
Toev'ry jolly ſwain, and lovely maid. 4 
But if, as fame reports, ſome of thoſe wights, 
Who canton'd are among the rugged heights, 
No breeks put on, ſnould'ſt thou not them adviſe 

Excuſe me, Ramſay, if I am too nice) 
o take, as fitting tis, ſome ſpeedy care, 

That what ſhould hidden be appears not bare; 
Left damſels, yet unknowing, ſhould by chance, 
Their nimble ogle t'wards the object © om : 
If this thou daſt, we, who the ſouth poſſeſs, 
May teach our females how they ought to dreſs ; 
But chiefly let them underſtand, tis meet, 
They ſhould their legs hide more, if not their feet, 
Too much by help of whale-bone now diſplay'd, 
Ev'n from the ducheſs to the kitchen maid 
But with more reaſon, thoſe who give diſtaſte, 
When on their uncouth limbs our eyes we caſt, 


Thy other ſonnets in each ſtanza ſhew, |, 
What, when of love you think, thy muſe can do. 
So movingly thou'ſt made the am'rous ſwam, 
Wiſh on the muir his laſs to meet again, 


That I, methinks, find an unuſual pain. 


Nor haſt thou, cheerful bard, expreſs'd leſs ſkill 
When the briſk laſs you ſang of Patie's mill ; 

Or Suſy, whom the lad with yellow hair 

Thou'ſt made in ſoft and pleaſing notes prefer 

To nymphs leſs handſome, conſtant, gay, and fair, 


In lovely ſtrains kind Nancy you addreſs, 
And make fond Willy his coy Jean poſſefs; 


$ 
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Vhich done, thou'ſt bleſt the lad in Nelly's arms, 
Vho long had abſent been *midſt dire alarms ; 

And artfully you've plac'd within the grove, 

ammie to hear his miſtreſs own her love. 


A gentle cure you've found for > ks breaſt, 
By ſcornful Betty long depriv'd of ret. 

And when the bliſsful pairs you thus have crown'd, 
You'd have the glaſs go merrily around, 5 
o ſhake off care, and render ſleep more ſound. 


Whoe'er ſhall ſee, or hath already ſeen, 
ſe hoſe bonny lines call'd Chri/”s Kirk on the Green, 
Muſt own that thou haft, to thy laſting praiſe, 
Deſerv'd as well as royal James the bays. 
Mong other things you've painted to the life 
\ fot unactive lying by his wife, 5 
Vhich oft *twixt wedded folks makes woful ſtrife. 


When gainſt the ſcribbling knaves your pen you 


drew 
et ow didft thou laſh the vile preſumptuous crew ! 
| , (ot much fam'd Butler, who had gone before, 
, Fer ridicuPd his knight or Ralpho more; 


So well thou'ſt done it, equal fmart they feel, 
As if thou'd pierc'd their hearts with killing ſteel. 


They thus ſubdu'd, you in pathetic rhyme, 
\ ſubject undertook that's more ſublime; 
By noble thoughts and words diſcreetly join'd, 
Thou'ft taught me how I may contentment find. 
And when to Addie's fame you touch the lyre, 
Thou ſang'ſt like one of the ſeraphic choir. 
So ſmoothly flow thy nat*ral rural ſtrains, 
So ſweetly too you've made the mournful ſwaing 
is death lament, what mortal can forbear 
Sheddipg, like us, upon his tomb a tear? 


Go on, fam'd bard, thou wonder of our dayg, . * 
ad crown thy head with never-fading bays ; 
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While grateful Britons do thy lines revere, 
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As if they grudg'd to be confin' d, 


The narrow ſcene difpleas'd my mind, 
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And value, as they ought, their Virgil here. 5 
. BURCHET, Is er 


An 

TO THE AUTHOR. Ne 

3 Leber 

As once I view'd a rural ſcene, Th: 


With ſummer's ſweet 8 wild, 
Such pleaſure ſooth'd my giddy ſenſe, 
T raviſh'd ſtood, while nature ſmil'd. 


Straight I reſolv'd, and choſe a field 
here all the ſpring I might transfer ; 

There ſtood the trees in equal rows, 

Here Flora's pride in one parterre. 


The taſk was done, the ſweets were fled, 
Each plant had loſt its ſprightly air, 


Or to their will not matched were. 


Which daily ſtill more homely grew; 
At length T fled the loathed' ſight, 
And hy'd me to the fields a-new. 


Here nature wanton'd in her prime: 
My fancy rang'd the boundleſs waſte ; 

Each different ſight pleas'd with ſurpriſe, 
I welcon''d back the pleaſures vaſt. 


Thus ſome who feel Apollo's rage, 
Would teach their muſe her dreſs and time 
Till hamper'd fo with rules of art, | 
They ſmother quite the vital flame. 


They daily chime the ſame dull tone, 
Their muſe no daring fallies grace, 

But ſtiffly held with bit and curb, 
Keeps heavy trot, tho equal pace, 


HET. 
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But who takes nature for his rule, 

Shall by her generous bounty ſhine; 

lis eaſy muſe revels at will, 

And ſtrikes new wonders every ling. 

| = then, my friend your native guide; 
ever diſtruſt her plenteous ſtore, 

de er leſs propitious will ſhe prove 


Than now, but, if ſhe can, ſtill more. 
” © Ti 


To Mr. ALLAN RAMSAY. 


Too blindly partial to my native tongue, 
Fond of the ſmoothneſs of our Engliſh ſong z 

t firſt thy numbers did uncouth appear, 

nd ſhock*d thꝰ affected niceneſs of the ear; 

'hro* Prejudice's eye each page I ſee; 

ho? all were beauties, none were ſo to me. 

et ſham'd at laſt, whilſt all thy genius own, 

o have that genius hid from me alone, 

efolv'd to find for praiſe or cenſure cauſe, 

Whether to join with all, or all oppole ; 

areful I read thee o'er and o'er again; 

t length the uſeful ſearch requites my pain; 

y falſe diſtaſte to inſtant pleaſures turn'd, 

much I envy as before I fcorn'd ; 

nd thus the ęrror of my pride to clear, 

ſign my honeſt recantation here. 


5 C. BECKINGIHAX. 
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To Mr. ALLAN RAMSAY, 


ON THE PUBLICATION OF HIS POEMS, 


Dea Allan, who that hears your ſtrains, 
Can grudge that you ſhould wear the bays 
When *tis ſo long ſince Scotia's plains 
Could boaſt of ſuch melodious lays ? 


What tho? the critics, ſnarling curs! 
Cry out, Your Pegaſus wants reins ; 


Bid them provide themſelves of ſpurs, AP 
Such riders necd not fear their brains. | | We 7 
A muſe that's healthy, fair, and ſcund, To; 
With noble ardour fearleſs haſtes Jr ſpa 
O'er hill and dale; but carpet-ground 0 


Was ay for tender-footed beaſts. 


E' en let the fuſtian coxcombs chuſe 
Their carpet-ground ; but the green field 
Was held a walk for Virgil's —4 | 
And Virgil was an unco chield ! 


Your muſe, upon her native ſtock 
Subſiſting, raiſes thence a name; 

While they are forc'd to pick the lock 
Of other bards, and pilfer fame. 


Oft when I read your joyous lines, 
So full of pleaſant jeſts and wit, | ; 
So blyth and gay the humour ſhines, % 
It gives me many a merry fit, 


Then when I hear of Maggy's charms, 
And Roger tholing fair Nadann, 

The bonny laſs my boſom warms, 
And m ckle I bemoan the ſwain. 


| 
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or who can hear the lad complain, 
And not participate and feel 

is artleſs undiſſembled pain, 

Unleſs he has a heart of ſteel ? 


But Patie's wiles and cunning arts 
peaſe th* imaginary grief, 

e him well a clown of parts, 
And bring the wretched wight relief} 


More might be ſaid, but in a friend 
Encomiums ſeem but dull and flat; 
The wiſe approve, but fools commend, 
A Pope's authority for that. 


z N 


We certes twere in me unmeet, 

To grudge the muſe's utmoſt force, 
Dr ſpare in ſuch a cauſe my feet, 

o clinch at leaſt in praiſe of your's. 


JA. ARBUCKLE. 
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TAND, Critic, and before ye read, 

Say, are yetfree of party tead ; 

Yr of a faul fac ſcrimp and. rude, 

o envy every thing that's good; 

und if I ſhould, perhaps, by chance, 

Something that's new and ſmart advance, 

Reſolve ye not with ſcornful ſnuff}, 

To ſay tis a“ confounded ſtuff; 

If that's the caſe, Sir, ſpare your ſpite, 

For, faith, tis not for you I write; 

Gae gie your cenſure higher ſcope, 

And Congreve criticiſe, or Pope; 

Young's Litres, or Swift's merry ſmile ; 

Theſe, theſe are writers worth your While. 

On me your talents wad be loſt, 

And tho” you gain a fimple boall ; 

I want a reader wha 7, fair, 

And not ae real fault will ſpare; 

Yet with good humour will allow 

Me praiſe, whene'er tis juſtly due; 

Bleſt be ſic readers but the reſt, 

That are with ſpleen and ſpite oppreſs'd, 

May bards ariſe to gar them look divine 

To death, with lays the maiſt divine, 

For ſma's the ſkaith they'll get by mine. 
How many, and of various natures, 

Are on this globe the crowd of creatures; 

In Mexiconian foreſts fly 

Thouſands that never wing'd our ſky ; 

Mangſt them there's ane 1 feathers fair, 
3 
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That in the muſic bears nae ſkair, 

Only an imitating ranter, 

For whilk he bears the name of Taunter ; 
Soon as the ſun ſprings frae the eaſt, 
Upon the branch he cocks his creſt, 
Attentive, when frae bough and ſpray 
The tunefu'ꝰ throats falute the day: 

The brainleſs beau attacks them a', 

No ane eſcapes him great or ſma”; - 
Frae ſome he takes the tone and manner, 
Frae this a baſs, frae that a tenor, 
Turns love's ſaft plaint to a dull buſtle, 
And ſprightly airs to a vile whiſtle ; 

Still labouring thus to counterfeit, 

He ſhaws the poorneſs of his wit. 

Anes, when with echo loud the taunter 
Tret with contempt ilk native chantery 
Ane of them ſays, We own *tis true, 
Few praiſes to our ſangs are due; 

But pray, Sir, let's have ane frac you. 


Such killing looks, ſo thick the arrows fly, 
That tis unſafe to be a ſlander by : 
Poets approaching to deſcribe the fight, 


- 


Harmonious muſic gladens every grove, 


Calling their tender care with hoarſer bae. 


With eaſy flight o'er painted meadows flies 


* 


THE MORNING INTERVIEW. 


Are by their wounds inſtructad bow to write. 
WALLER, Iz. 


HEN ſilent ſhow'rs refreſh the pregnant ſoil 
| And tender ſallats eat with Tuſcan oil, 


While bleating lambkins from their parents rove, 
And o'er the plain the anxious mothers ſtray, 


3 


Now cheerful Zephyr from the weſtern ſkies, 
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To kiſs his Flora with a gentle air, | 
ho yields to his embrace, and looks more fair. 10 
When from debauch, with ſp'ritous juice oppreſs'd, 
The ſons of Bacchus ſtagger home to reſt, 

ith tatter'd wigs, foul — and uncock'd hats, 
und all bedaub'd with ſnuff their looſe cravats ; 
The ſun began to ſip the morning dew, Is 
s Damon from his reſtleſs pillow flew. 
im late from Celia's cheek a patch did wound, 
patch high ſeated on the bluſhing round. 
lis rainful thoughts all night forbid him reſt, 
nd he employ'd that night as one oppreſs'd ; 24 
luſing revenge, and how to countermine 
The ſtrongeſt force, and ev'ry deep deſign 

f patches, fans, of necklaces and rings, 
vn muſic's pow'r, when Celia plays or ſings. 
Fatigu'd with running errands all the day, 25 
lappy in want of thought, his valet lay, 
Recruiting ſtrength with ſleep Lis maſter calls, 

e ſtarts with lock'd-up eyes, and beats the walls. 
\ ſecond thunder rouſes up the ſot, 

e yawns and murmurs curſes thro” his throat: 30 
tockings awry, and breeches knees unlac'd, 
and buttons do miſtake their holes for haſte. 
lis maſter raves,cries, Roger, make diſpatch, 
"ime flies apace. He frown'd, and look'd his watch: 
aſte, do my wig, ty't with the careleſs knots, 35 
Ind run to Civet's, let him fill my box. 

o to my laundreſs, ſee what makes her ſtay, 
and call a coach and barber in your way. 
Thus orders juſtle orders in a throng : 
Loger with laden mem'ry trots along. 2 
Iis errands done, with bruſhes next he muſt 
Lenew his toil amidſt perfuming duſt; | 

he yielding comb he leads with artful carey 

hrough crook*d meanders of the flaxen hair: 

er this perform'd he's almoſt choak'd to death, 49- 
he air is thicken'd, and he pants for breath. | 


i 
. 
"i 8 
l 
Th 
E 
al 
0 
1 
* = . 
. 
1 
. 
7H 
= 4 
4 \ 
LY 
14 
qo 
1 


POEMS, 


= —====q=c C 


The trav'ller thus, in the Numidian plains, reſs' d 
A conflict with the driving ſands ſuſtains. To he 
Two hours are paſt, and Damon is equipt, __ 
Penſive he ſtalks and meditates the fight: * . 50 ne 130 
Arm'd cap-a-jree, in dreſs a killing beau, re 
Thrice view'd his glaſs, and thrice reſolv'd to go, * * 
Fluſh'd full of hope to overcome his foe. _ * 
His early pray'rs were all to Paphos ſent, — 
That Jove's — wou'd give her conſent; 55,“ _ 
Cry'd, Send thy little ſon unto my aid;“ w por 
Then took his hat, tripp'd out, and no more ſaid. f Lo: 
What lofty thoughts do ſometimes puſh a man * at 
Beyond the verge of his own native ſpan ! gs 


Keep low thy thoughts, frail clay, nor boaſt thy]. ©. 

pow'r, 60 ny * 
Fate will be fate; and ſince there's nothing ſure, 10 * 
Vex not thyſelf too much, but catch th* auſpicious 1 r 


hows. kh, bar 
The tow'ring lark had thrice his mattins ſung, = 2 
And thrice were bells for pious ſervice rung; 1 IT 
In plaids wrapp'd up, prudes throng the ſacred dome, 6; 70 
And leave the ſpacious petticoat at home: | _— 
While ſofteſt dreams ſeal'd up fair Celia's eyes, | E 7 
She dreams of Damon, and forgets to riſe. * 
A ſportive Sylph contrives the ſubtle ſnare; 6 mige 
Sylphs know the charming baits which catch the fair; q 17 
She ſhews him handſome, brawny, rich, and young, b 
With ſnuff-box, cane, and ſword-knot finely hung, wet 
Well ſkilFd in airs of dangle, toſs and rap, , * en 
Thoſe graces which the tender hearts entrap.  _. yo 
Where Aulus oft makes law for juſtice paſs, 75 ber 


And Charles, ſtatue ſtands in laſting braſs, 
Amidſt a lofty ſquare which ſtrikes the ſight, 
With ſpacious fabrics of ſtupendous height; 
Whoſe ſublime roofs in clouds advance fo high, 
They ſeem the watch-tow'rs of the nether ſky ; 
Where once, alas ! where once the three eſtates 


Of Scotland's parliament held free. debates ; 


o ſeem 

Thus 
eechlc 
'ords 1 


roun 
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ere Celia dwelt, and here did Damon move, 
reſs* d by his rigid fate, and raging love. 

To her apartment ſtraight the daring ſwain 85 
pproach' d, and ſoftl knock'd, nor knock'd in vain. 
he ny mph new-wak'd ftarts from the lazy down, 

nd rolls her gentle limbs in morning-gown : 

A ut half awake, ſhe judges it mult be | 
Son rankalia come, to take her morning tea; 90 
ries, Welcome, couſin: But ſhe ſoon began 
0 change her viſage when ſhe ſaw a man; 


ent 3 $5 fer unfix'd eyes with various turnings range, 
(aid nd pale ſurprize to modeſt red exchange: 
Ry ; Doubtful "tw St modeſty and love ſhe ftands, 95 


hen aſk'd the bold impertinent's demands. 
it thy) ſtrokes are doubled, and the youth now found 
| is pains increaſe, and open ev'ry wound. 
ho can deſcribe the charms of looſe attire ? 

ho can refiſt the flames with which they fire? 00 
kh, barbarous maid ! he cries, ſure native charms 
re too too much, why then ſuch ſtore of arms? 

ladam, I come, prompt by th' uneaſy pains 

aus'd by a wound from you, and want revenge : 
L borrow'd pow 'r was poſted on a charm ; 
patch, damn'd patch ! can patches work ſuch 2 


ig ſure, ? 
ſpicious ö 


"5 


| dome, 65 


1 He, ſaid, then threw a bomb, lay hid within 
6 ove's mortar piece, the dimple of his chin: 
| the fair N miss'd for once; ſhe lifted up her head, 
ung, End bluſh'd a ſmile that almoit truck him dead; x18 
hung, hen cunningly retir'd, but he purſu'd 


(ear to the toilet, whom the war renew 'd. 
hus the great Fabius often gain'd the day 
8 * er Hannib al, by frequent giving way: 
1 o warlike Bruce and Wallace lometimes deign'd 114 
o ſeem defeat, yet certain conqueſt gain d. 
Thus was he laid in midſt of Celia's roomy 
eechleſs he Rood, and waited for his doom: 
'ords were but 3 he ſcarce could uſe his breath, 
round he view d the implements of death. 120 
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Her dreadful arms in careleſs heaps were laid 
In gay diſorder round her tumbled bed: 
He 94 to the ſoft retreat would ſtare, 
Still wiſhing he might give the battle there. 
Wan with the thought, his wand' ring looks did } 
ra 125 
To — lac'd ſhoes and her ſilk ſtockings lay, 
And garters which are never ſeen by day. 
His dazzl'd eyes almoſt deſerted light, 
No man before had ever got the cht : 
A lady's garters, earth ! their very name, 130 
Though yet unſeen, ſets all the ſoul on flame. 
The royal Ned knew well their mighty charms, 
Elſe he'd ne'er hoop'd one round the Engliſh arms. 
Let barb'rous honours crown the frrord and lance, 


Thou next their king does Britiſh knights advance, 
O garter! Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 136 
O who can all theſe hidden turns relate, 

That do attend on a raſh lover's fate 

In deep diſtreſs the youth turn'd up his eyes, 

As if to aſk aſſiſtance from the ſkies. | T4 
The petticoat was hanging on a pin, 

Which the unlucky ſwain ftar'd up within ; 

His curious eyes too daringly did rove, 

Around this oval conic vault of love : 

Himſelf alone can tell the pain he found, 14 
While his wild fight ſurvey'd forbidden ground. 

He view'd the ten-fold fence, and gave a groan ; 

His trembling limbs beſpoke his courage mu : 
Stupid and pale he ſtood, like ſtatue dumb, 
The amber ſnuff dropt from his careleſs thumb. 15e 
Be ſilent here, my muſe, and ſhun a plea, + 
May riſe betwixt old Bickerſtaff and me, 
For none may touch a petticoat but he. 


132 The royal Ned.] Edward III. ling of England 
who efiabliſhed the moſt honourable Order of the Garter, 
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Damon thus foil'd, breath d with a dying tone, 
Aſſiſt ye pow rs of love, elſe J am gone. 155 
he ardent pray'r ſoon reach'd the Cyprian grove, 


WHeard and accepted by the hy * of Love. 
Fate was 28 too, her ſon was by, 
Fe. 


ks did 
125 


>s lay, Vho midſt his dread artillery did lie, 


f Flanders lace, and ſtraps of curious dye. 
Dn India muſlin ſhades the god did loll, 
His head reclin'd upon a tinfy roll. 
The mother goddeſs thus her fon beſpoke : 
© Thou muſt, my boy, aſſume the ſhape of Shock, 
\nd leap to Celia's lap, whence thou may flip 165 
hy paw up. to her breaſt, and reach her lip; 
lance, Ftrike deep thy charms, thy pow'rful art diſplay, 
dvance, To make young Damon conqueror to-day. 
136 hou need not bluſh to change thy ſhape, ſince Jove 
ry d moſt of brutal forms to gain his love; 170 
Who, that he might his loud Saturnia gull, 
or fair Europa's fake inform'd a bull. 
1444 She ſpoke—Not quicker does the lamp of day 
Dart on the mountam-tops a gilded ray, 
wifter than bght'ning flies before the clap, 175 
rom Cyprus ile he reached Celia's lap; 
ow fawns, now wags his tail, and licks her arm; 
phe hugs him to her breaſt, nor dreads the harm. 


130 
ns, 
arms. 


a4 MS in Aſcanius ſhape, the god unſeen, 
v old decerv'd the Carthaginian queen. 180 
7 ; So now the ſubtile Pow r his time eſpies, 
l ind threw two barbed darts in Celia's eyes: 
ab. rglang were broke before he cou d ſucceed; 
et that of gold flew whizzing threw her head: 
Theſe were his laſt reſerve. When others fail, 183 
| hen the refulgent metal muſt prevail. 
ieafure produc'd by money now appears, 
7 England oaches and fix run ratthng in her ears. 
. Zb iv'ry-men! attendants! houſchold plate! 


Court · poſts and yiſits! pompous air and flate! 190 


24 ' POEMS, —— 


How can your ſplendour eaſy acceſs find, If * 
And gently captivate the fair one's mind? Or if 
Succeſs attends, Cupid has play'd his part, | But 
And ſunk the pow'rful venom to her heart. 3 
She cou'd no more, ſhe's catched in the ſnare, 19 Then 
Sighing ſhe fainted in her eaſy chair. Be 
No more the ſanguine ſtreams in blaſhes glow, Of h. 
But to 1 * the heart all inward flow, Wich 
„Leaving the cheek as cold and white as ſnow. 80 b 
Thus Celia fell, or rather thus did riſe; 20% To 
Thus Damon made, or elſe was made a prize; Af 
For both were conquerors, and both did yield; * 
Firſt ſne, now he, is maſter of the field. The t 
Now he reſumes freſh life, abandons fear, Th' i 
Jumps to his limbs, and does more gay appear. 20% China 
Not gaming heir, when his rich parent dies; That 
Not zealot reading Hackney's party lies; The « 
Not ſoft fifteen on her — night; * J 
Not poet when his muſe ſublimes her flight; RG To he 


Not an old maid for ſome young beauty's fall; 21 

Not the long tendin Stibler 1 his cal, or th 

Not huſbandman m | Bans when rain deſcends; Only 4 

Not miſs when Limberham his purſe extends, Wy 
1 F'er knew ſuch raptures as this joyful ſwain, On od 
[1 When yielding, dying Celia calm'd his pain. 21 Chief 


HH The rapid joys now in ſuch torrents roll, Mawes 
14 That ſcarce his organs can retain his ſoul. 87 
1 Victor, he's gen'rous, courts the fair's eſteem, Pyth | 
And takes a baſon fill'd with limpid ſtream, And * 
Then from his fingers form'd an artful rain, aao ed we 

Which rouz'd the dormant ſpirits of her brain, 
And made the purple channels flow again. | 
She lives, he fings; ſhe ſrniles, and looks more tame: 7 I; 
Now peace and friendſhip is the only theme. 2 * » 
whente ⁊ 


211 Stibler.] A probationer, 


213 Limberham. ] A lind leer. 1 ah 60 
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23 
The muſe owns treely here ſhe does not know ? 


If language paſs'd between the belle and beau, 

Or if in courtſhip ſuch-uſe words or no. 

But, ſure it is, | wy was a parley heat, 

And mutual love finiſh'd the proud debate. 

Then to complete the peace and ſeal the bliſs, 230 

He for a diamond ring receiv'd a kiſs 

Of her ſoft hand. Next the aſpiring youth, 

With eager tranſports, preſs'd her glowing mouth. 

So by degrees the eagles teach their young 

To mount on high, and ſtare upon the ſun. 233 
A ſumptuous entertainment crowns the war, 

And all rich requiſites are. brought from far. 

The table boaſts its being from Japan, 

Th' ingenious work of ne great artiſan, 

China, where potters coarſeſt mould refine, 

That rays through the tranſparent veſſels ſhine ; 

The coſtly plates and diſhes are from thence, 

And Amazonia muſt her {ſweets diſpenſe; 

To her warm banks our veſſels cut the main, | 

For the ſweet product of her luſcious cane. 248 

Here Scotia does no coſtly tribute bring, 

Only ſome kettles full of Todian fpring. 
Where Indus and the double Ganges flow, 

On odorif”rous plains the leaves do grow, 


Chief of the treat, a plant the boaſt of fame, 250 
Sometimes call'd Green, Bohea's its greater name. 

O happieſt of herbs! who would not be J 

hagoriz d into the form of thee, ? 


And with high tranſports = the part of tea! 


227 Uſe words.] I being alladged that the eloquence of this 


ſpecies lies in the elegonte of dreſs. 
243 Amazonia.]' A famous river in South America, 


whente we bave our ſugar. | 
247 Todian ſpring] Ted's well, which ſupplies the city 


ith wwater. | 
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Kiſies on tnet the haughty belles beſtow, 223235 
While in thy ſtreams their coral lips do glow; 

Thy virtues and thy flavour they commend, 

While men, even beaux, with parched lips attend. 


O 0 


EpILOGVꝝ. 


THE curtain's drawn; now gen'rous reader ſay, 
Have ye not read worſe numbers in a play ? 260 
Bure here is plot, place, character, and time, 

All ſmoothly wrought in good firm Britiſh rhyme. 
T own ' tis but a ſample of my lays, 
Which aſks the civil ſanQtion of your praiſe. 


Beſtow't with freedom, let your praiſe be ample, 265 


And I myſelf will ſhew you good example. 

Keep up your face, altho' dull exities ſquint, 

And cry with empty nod, There's nothing in't : 
They only mean there's nothing they can uſe ; 
Becauſe they find*moſt where there's moſt refuſe. 278 


ELEGY, ON MAGGY JOHNSTON *, 
Who died anno 2211. 


Auro Reeky, mourn in ſable hue, 
Let fouth of tears dreep like May dew; 


* Maggy Fehnſton . about a. mile ſouthward of dia- 


burgh, lept a little farm, and bad a particular art of brewing 
« ſmall fort of ale, agreeatle to the taſle, very white, clear, 
and iuntomteat ing. twohich made feeple,. nohs loved to bave a ge 
penny-worth for their money, be ber "frequent ,cufiomers. And 
many athers of every flation, ſometimes for diverſion, thought it 
no af; ront to be ſeen in her barn or yard, 

1 Auld Reck A name te country people give Es. 
burgh from the cleud o che or reel that is always in. ' i$ 
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To braw ti pony bid acicu, 
Which we with greed 
Bended as faſt as ſhe cou'd brew, 
But ah! ſhe's dead. 


To tell the truth, now Maggy dang, 
Of cuſtomers ſhe had a bang; 
For lairds and ſouters a' did gan 
To drink bedeen: 
The barn and yard was aft ſae thrang, 
We tock the green. 


And there by dizens we lay down ; 
Syne ſweetly ca'd the healths aroun', 
To bonny laſſes black or brown, 

As we loo'd beſt; 
In bumpers we dull cares did drown, 
And took our reſt. 


When in our pouch we fand ſome clinks, 
And took a turn o'er Bruntsfield Links, 
Aften in Maggy's, at hy-jinks 

We guzzl a ſcuds, 
Till we could ſcarce, wi” hale out drinks, 
Caſt aff our duds. 
C 2 


24 


3 To bra tippony ] She ſold the Scots pint, which is 
near two quarts Engliſh for two pence. 

7 Maggy dang.] He dings, or dang, is a phraſe which 
means to excel or get the better. 

20 Bruntsfirld Links.] Fields between Edinburgh and 
Maggy s. where the citizens commonly play at the gouf. 

21 Hy-j1nks.] A drunken game, or new projet to drink aud 
be rich : thus the queff or cup is filled to the brim, then one of 
the company takes a pair of dice and after crying Hysjinks, be 
brows them out le number be caſls up points out the per/on 
that muſt drink ; be who threw beginning at bimſelf number ont, 
and ſo round till the number of the perſon agree with that of the 
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We drank and drew, and fill'd again, 
O wow but we were blyth and fain! * 
When ony had their count miſtain, 
| O it was nice, 

To hear us a' cry, “Pike ye'r bain 
And fpell ye'r dice.“ 


Fou cloſs we us'd to drink and rant, 
Until we baith did glowr and gaunt, 
And piſh and ſpew, and yeſk and maunt, 

| Right ſwaſh I true; 
Then of auld ſtories we did cant 
| Whan we were fou. 


Whan we were weary'd at the gowff, 
Then Maggy Johnſton's was our howff; 
Now a' our gameſters may fit dowff, 

WY hearts like lead. 


dice (which may fall upon himſelf, if the number be within 
twelve; then be ſets the dice to bim, or bids bim take them ; 
be on whom they fall is obliged to drink, or pay a ſmall for- 
Feiture in money; then throws, and ſo on; but if be forget to 
ery Hy-jinks, be pays a forfeiture into the bank : Now be on 
robom it falls to drink, if there be any thing in bank worth dra to- 
ing. gets it all if be drinks ; then with a great deal of caution be 
empties bis cup, ſweeps up the money, and orders the cup to be 
filled again, and then throws ; for if be err in the articles, be 
loſes the privilege of drawing the money. The articles are (1) 
Drink, (2) Draw, (3) Fill, (4) Cry Hysjinks, (5) Count 
Juft, (6) Chuſe your doublet-man, wiz. when two equal num: 
bers of the dice is thrown, the perſon whom you chuſe muſt pay 
double of the common for feiture, and ſo muſt you when the dice it 
in bis band, A rare projet thi, and no bubble I can aſſure 
vou; for @ covetous fellow may ſave money, and get himſelf as 
drunk as be can deſire in leſs than an bour's time. 

29 Pike ye'r bain.] 7; a cant phraſe, when one leaves a 
little in the cup, be is adviſed to pike bis bong, i. e. drink i 
elcan o. 
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Death wi' his run 
pn. 


rax'd her a yowll, 
ſae ſhe's dead. 


Maun we be forc'd thy {kill to tine, 
For which we will right fair repine? , 
Or haſt thou leſt to bairns of thine 


Of brewing ale amaiſt li 


'The _ knack 
e wine, 


That gar'd us crack. 


Sae brawly did a peaſe-ſcon toaſt 
Biz i' the queff, and flie the froſt; 
There we got fou wi' little coſt, 


Now wae worth Death, our ſports a loſt, 


And muckle ſpeed ; 
Since Maggy's dead. 


Ae ſummer night I was ſae fou, 
Amang the rigs I gaed to ſpew; 
Syne down on a green bawk, I trow, 


I took a naps 


And ſoucht a' night balillilow, 


And whan the dawn begoud to glow, 
I hirfl'd up my dizzy * 
Frac mang the corn lik 


As ſound's a tap. 


e wirricow, 
Wi' bains ſae fair, 


And ken'd nae mair than if a ew 


4t Rax'd her a yowff.] Reached ber a blow, 


How I came there. 
C 3 


42 


48 


54 


50 Flie the froſt.} Or, fright the froft or coldneſs out of it, 
55 Ae ſummer night, &c,] The two following franzas 


Aye a true narrative 


On that flid place where I *maifl brak my laing, 


To be a worning 1 ſet up twa flanrs, 


That nane may venture there as ] hae done, 


Vale we frofied nails be clink his ſeoon, 
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Some ſaid it was the pith o* broom 
That ſhe ſtow'd in her maſking loom, 
Whioh in our heads rais'd fic a foom; 

Or ſome wild ſeed, 
Which aft the chappin ſtoup did toom, 
But fill 4 our head. 


But now ſince tis ſae that we muſt 
Not in the beſt ale put our truſt, 
But whan we're auld return to duſt, 
Without remead, 
"Why ſhou'd we tak it in diſguſt 
That Maggy's dead. 
Of warldly comforts ſhe was rife, 
And liv'd a lang and hearty life, 
Right free of care, or toil, or ſtrife, 
Till ſhe was ſtale, 


And ken'd to be a kanny wife, 
At brewing ale. 


Then farewell Maggy, douce and fell, 
Of brewers a' thou boor the bell; 
Let a' thy goſſies yelp and yell, 
And without feed, 
Gueſs whether ye're in heav'n or hell, 


They're ſure ye're dead. 
j , 
EPITAPH. 


© rare MAGGY JOHNSTON. 
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ELEGY ON JOHN COWPER“, 
Kirk-Treaſurer's Man—anno 1714. 


1 WAIRN ye a' to greet and drone, 
John Cowper's dead, Ohon ! ohon! 
To fill his poſt alake there's none, 
That wi' fic ſpeed 
Cou'd fa'r _— out like John, 
ut now he's dead. oO 


Fit neceſſary, for the illuſtration of ibis elegy to flrangerr, 
fo let them a little into the hiſtory of the hirk-treaſurer and bis 
man. The treaſarer is choſen every year, a citizen reſpected for 
riches and honefly ; be is vgſled with an abſolute porver io ſeize 
and impriſon the girls that are too impatient to have on their green 
go run before it be hemm'd; them be flrifily examines, but ud liber- 
ty to be granted till a fair account be given of theſe perſons they 
bave obliged ; it muſt be ſo; a. lift is frequently given ſometimes 
ofa dozen or thereby of married or unmarried unfair traders, 
whom they ſecretly aſſiſted in running their googs ; theſe bis lord- 
b makes pay to ſome purpoſe, according to their ability, for the 
uſe of the poor : If the lads be obſireperous, the Lirlaſeſſons, and, 
worſt of all, the flool of repentance is threatened, a fpuniſbment 
which fe of any ſpirit can bear. 

The treaſurer being changed every year, never comes to le 
der ſecily acquainted with the affair ; but their general ſervant 
continuing for a long time, is more expert at. diſcovering {uch per- 
ons, and the places of their reſort, which makes bim capable to 
do bimſelf and cuſtomers both a good or an ill turn. Jobn Cowper 
maintained this poſt with activity and good ſucceſs for ſeveral 

ears: 

5 Sa'r.-Sculdudry.] In allufion to a ſcent dog, Sar from 
avaur or ſmell : Sculdudry, a name em givente where 


ing. 


—— ——— ¶L—Vn——— 
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He was right nacky in his way, 
And eydent baith by night and day, 
He wi” the lads his part cou'd play, 
| hen right ſair fleed, 
He gart them good bill-ſiller pay, 
But now he's dead. 


Of whore-hunting he gat his fill, 
And made be't mony a pint and gill : 
O' his braw poſt he thought nae il, 

Nor did nae need, 
Now they may mak a kirk and mill 
O't, ſince he's dead. 


Altho' he was nae man of weir, 
Yet mony a ane, wi” quaking fear, 
Durſt ſcarce afore his face appear, 
But hide their head: 
The wylie carle he gather'd gear, 
d yet he's dead. 


Ay now, to ſome part far awa', 
Alas, he's gane and left it a“! 
May be to Nos ſad whilltwha 
O' fremit blood, 
Tis an ill wind that dis na blaw 
Some body good. 8 


Fy upon Death, he was to blame And Caf 
To whirle poor John to his lang hame : preadir 
But tho? his arſe be cauld, yet fame, 

Wi' tout o' trumpet, or that 
Shall tell how Cowper's awfu* name 7P 
ou'd flie a ſtrumpet. 36 


11 Bill-ſiller,) Bull filver. 

She ſaw the Cow well ſerv'd, and took a groat, [Gay, 

27 Whilliwha o' fremit blood.] Whilliwha 7 4 lia. 
of an inſinuating deceitful fellow : Fremit blood, not alis 
becauſe be bad then ns legitimate heirs of bis own body. 


vox us. 43 


—_— 2 


He ken'd the bawds and lowns fou weil, 
und where they us'd to rant and reel, 
e paukily on them cou'd ſteal, 
And ſpoil their ſport ; 
At did they wiſh the muckle de'il | 0 
Might tak him for't. at 


But ne'er a ane o' them he ſpar d, 
'en though there was a drunken laird 
o draw his ſword, and make a iaird 
In their defence, 
ohn quietly put them in the guard 8 
To learn mair ſenſe. 4 


There maun they lie till ſober grown, 
he lad neiſt day his fault maun.own ; 
Ind to keep a' things huſh and lown, 
e minds the poor, 
yne after a' his ready's flown, 
e damns the whore. 54 


. And fhe, poor jade, withoutten din, 
s ſent to Leith-wynd fit to ſpins 
heavy heart, and claithing thin, 
And hungry wame, 
ind ilka month a well paid ſkin 
- To mak her tame. 60 


But now they may ſcoure up an' down, 
nd ſafely gang their wakes aroun', 
preading the IS throw a' the town, 
But fear or dread ; 
or that great kow to bawd an' loun, 
John Cowper's dead. 66 


45 Make a faird.] A buſle like à bully. 
52 He minds the poor,] Pays buſb-money to the treas 
a Gay, rer ä — — 
a is a find 56 Leith-wynd fit.] The houſe of correction at the fist 
» not ali Leith=roynd, ſuch as Bridewell in Longon, 
Ye 


34 rok us. 


0 


Shame fa* ye'r chandler chafts, O Death! 
For ſtapping o' John Cowper's breath: o ſenc 
The lots o' him is public ſkaith : | 

i dare well ſay 
To quat the grip he was right laich 
'This mony a day. 


= 


- POSTSCRIPT. Ca 
OF umquhile John to lie or bann, "ht 
Shaws but ill will, and looks right ſhan, 
But ſome tell odd tales o' the man, W. 
For fifty head 6 
Can gie their aith they've ſeen him gawn 
; Since he was dead. 7 Hear 
Keek but up thro” the Stink ing Stile * 2 
On Sunday morning a wee while, 
At the kirk door, out frae an iſle, rack! 
It will appear ; 
But tak good tent ye dinna file . 
er breeks for fear, $ - wa 
us a 
For well we wat it is his ghaiſt ; : 
Wow, wad ſome fouk that can dot beſt Luck 
Speak till't, an hear what it confeſs'd ; PV 
3 Lon 


67 Chandler chaſts.] Leas or meagre cheated, toben tne "Wo 
bones appear like the fides or corners of @ candleflich, which if gr e/ 
Scots wwe call a chandler. * bag 

77 Seen him gawn.] The common people when d bey 1 | 25 
their tales of ghoſts appearing, they ſay, he bas been ſeen gawn * | 

alkin - x 
f 8 Stile.] Oppoſite to this place is the door of ti 2 
eburch which he attends, being a beadle. e inflan, 

86 Wow, wad ſome fouk that can do't beſt.] 1 1 
enviher vulgar notion, that a ghet will not be laid to reſt i 14 Wi! 
ſome prieſt ſpeak to it, and get account what diftur bs it. 


* * 


— 4 


led, toben i 
ich, - which 1 


when they i 


ſeen gawn 
the door of ti 
beſt.] * 


aid to reſt ti 
s it. 
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"Tis a good deed : 
oſend a wand'ring ſaul to reſt 
ang the dead. 99 


/ 


ELEGY ON LUCKY WOOD * 
In the Canongate—May 1717. 


CANNIGATE! poor elritch hole, 
What loſs, what croſſes does thou thole ! 
ondon and death gars thee. look drole, 
An' hing thy head; 
"ow, but thou has e'en a cauld coal 
To blaw indeed. 6 


Hear me, ye hills, and every glen, 
k craig, ilk cleugh, and hollow den, 
ad echo fhrill, that a' may ken 
. The waefou thud 
y rackleſs death, wha came unſenn 
To Lucky Wood. 12 


She's dead, o'er true, ſhe's dead and gane, 
ft us and Willie burd alane, 


* Lucky Wood kept an ale- bonſe in the Canongate, ⁊uat much 
pefted for boſpitality, bonefly, and the neatneſs both of ber per- 
and houſe. 
3 London and death.] The place of her reſidence being 
greate/t ſufferer by the loſs of our members of parliament, 
ich London now enjoys, many of ibem having their houſes there, 
ng the ſuburb of Edinburgh neareſt the King s palace; this, 
th the death of Lucky Wood, are ſufficient to make the place 
nous, | 
It Came unſenn.] Or unſent for. There is nothing ex- 
ordinary in this, it being bis common cuſtom, except in ſome 
v inflances of late, fince the falling of the bubbles, i. e. South 
n adventurers 


14 Willic.] Her buftand, William Wed. 
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To bleer and greet, to fab and mane, 


And rugg our hair, And 
Becauſe we'll ne'er ſee her again 
For ever mair. Fu. 
She gaed as fait as a new preen, And 
And kept her houſie ſnod and bien; Then 
Her peuther glanc'd upo' ee &en 
Lake filler plate; | And 
She was a donſie wife and clean, | 
Without debate. d T1 
It did ane good to ſee her ſtools, Furth 
Her boord, fire- ſide, and facing tools; Their 
Nax, chandlers, tangs and fire. ſhools, 
Baſket wi' bread, She h: 
Poor Facers now may chew ea- -hools, 
Since Lucky's dead. To 
She ne'er gae in a lawin fauſe, Nick'c 
Nor ſtoups a' froath aboon the hauſe, Good 
Nor kept dow d * within her waws, 
ut reaming ſwats ;. Which 


| She never ran ſour jute, becauſe 
N It gees the batts. 


| ou'd | 
The had the gate ſae weil to pleaſe, nd ha 
With grati, beef, dry fiſh or cheeſe, That a 
Which kept our - purſes ay at caſe, 
| She wa 
26 Facing tools.] Soups, or pots, and cups, fo called fri 
the Facers.-See l. 29. Vol. 


29. Poor Facers,] The Facers were a club of fair uri 
ers, robo inclined rather to ſpend a ſhilling on ale than tævo pen 60 T 
Jer meat: They bad their name from a rule which they obſerva ucky's 4 
of obliging themfelves to throw all they left in the cup in their cue, 20 
faces ; ; wherefore, to ſave their face and cloaths, they pruden 62 Li 
Suck'd the Liquor clean out, ark, ove 
31 She ne'er gae in, &c.] All this verſe is a fine fi bich * 

tare cf an beneft ale: ſciler: a rarity. 


- 
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And health in tift, * 
And lent her freſh nine gallon trees 
A hearty lift. 42 


She gae us aft hail legs o' lamb, 
And did nae hain her mutton ham; 
Then ay at Yule, whene'er we came, 
A braw gooſe pye ; 
And was nae that . belly baum: 
ane dare deny. 43 


The writer lads fow wiel may mind her, 
Furthy was ſhe, her luck defign'd her | 
Their common mither, ſure nane kinder 
oy Ever brake bread ; 
She has nae left her mak” behind her, 
But now ſhe's dead. 54 


To the ſma' hours we aft ſat till, 
Nick'd round our toaſts and ſniſhing mill; 
Good cakes we wanted ne'er at will, 


'The beſt of bread ; 
Which aften coſt us mony a gill : 
To Aikenhead. 60 


ou'd our ſaut tears like Clyde down rin. 
nd had we cheeks like Corra's lin, F 
That a' the warld might hear the din 
Rair frac ilk head; 
dhe was the wale of a' her kin, 
fo called fri But now ſhe's dead. 66 


Vol. 4 D 
fair uri 
ban tævo pen Go To Aikenhead.} The Netherrboru porter, to whom 
they obſerve ucky*s cuſtomers were often obliged for opening the port for 
þ in their ue, avhen they flaid out till the ſmall hours after midnight, | 
they pruden'Þ 62 Like Corra's lin.] A very high precipice nigh La- 
rt, over which the river of Clyde falls, making a great neiſes 
is a fine Pifubich is beard fome miles of. | 
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O Lucky Wood! 'tis hard to bear ha fl 
The loſs; but, Oh! we maun forbear; 
Yet fall thy memory be dear Vha ſa 
While blooms a tree ; 
Aud after ages bairns will ſpear 
Bout thee and me. 


EPITAPH. 


Beneath this ſod 
Lies Lucky Wood, 
Whom a' men might put faith in; . 
Who was nae ſweer, 
While ſhe winn'd here, 
To cram our wames for naithing. 


THE LIFE AND ACTS OF, 
on, 


AN ELEGY ON PATIE BIRNIE, 
The famous fidler of Kinghorn; 


wroug 

Who gart the lieges gawoff and girn ay, ent colo 
Aft "till the cock proclaim'd the morn: 5 ted, 70. 
Tho baith bis * telt and mirth were pirny, 13 * 
He roos'd theſe things were langeſt worn, ben ftr 
The brown ale barrel was bis kirn ay, ending t 
And faithfully be toom d his horn. ooner fr 
19 * 

And then beſides his valiant acts, 1 1 770 
At bridals he wan mony plac ks. er, 
HAB. SIMSON. with hin 

| 21 8. 

articula 


IN ſonnet flee the man I fing, 
His rare engine in rhyme ſhall rings (romng 
ame quei 


* Weeds and mirth were pirny.] When a piece of fufſ#tare is 


IE, 


2 
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ha ſlid the ſtick out o er the ſtring, 
Wi' ſic an art; 
Vha ſang ſac ſweetly to the ſpring, 
And rais'd thegheart. 6 


Kinghorn may rue the ruefu” day 


7Arhat lighted Patie to his clay, 


'ha gart the hearty billies ſtay, 
And ſpend their caſh, 
To ſee his ſnowt, to hear him play, 
a And gab ſae gaſh. 12 


When ſtrangers landed, wow ſae thrang, 
Puffing and peghing, he wa'd gang, 
id crave their pardon that ſae lang, 
He'd been a coming; 
zyne his bread-winner out he'd bang, 
And fa? to bumming. 18 


Vour honour's father, dead and gane, 
or him he firſt wad mak his main, 
But ſoon his face cou'd mak” ye fain, 
D 2 


5 wrought unequally, part coarſe and part fine, of yarn of difſee 
ent colours, wwe call it pirny, from the pirn, or little bolow 
eed, which holds the yarn in the ſbuttle. 

13 When (ſtrangers landed.) It was bis cuſtom to watch 
ben ſtrangert went into a public-bouſe, und attend them, pre- 
ending they had ſent for him, "and that be could not get awway 
coner from other company. 

19 Your honour's father.] It was his firſt compliment to 
e {though he had perhaps never ſeen bim nor any of bis prede- 
eri), that well be lend bis honour's' father, and been merry 


12 him, and an excellent good fellow be was. 


21 Soon his face cou'd mak' ye fain. ] Sherwing a very 
articular comicalneſs in his looks and geſtures, laughing and 
groaning at the ſame time ; he plays, ſings, and breaks in with 
ome queer tale twice or thrice e er be get through the tuns: His 
beard is no ſmall addition is the diverfeon. 
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When he did ſough, — 

© wiltu, wiltu do't again / dae 
| And grain'd and leugh. 24 = 5 $ 
This ſang he made frac his ain head, K 
And eke the auld man's mare ſhe's dead, With! 


Tho' peets and turf; and a's to lead ; 
O fy upon her! 


A bonny auld thing this indeed, OJ 
An't like your honours 30 = 7 

After ilk tune he took a ſowp, / 
And bann'd wi' birr the corky cowp, To ſha 


That to the Papiſts* country ſeowp, 
P 3 I» lear ha, ha's, 1 
rae chiels that ap, ſtap, and lowp, ov 
antin the b—s. 30 And d 


That beardleſs capons are nae men, 
We by their fozie ſprings might ken, 
But ours, he ſaid, cou'd vigour len? With « 

To men o' weir, 


And gar them ſtout to battle ſten He c 
' | Withoutten fear, At ro * 
How firſt he practis'd ye ſhall hear: AD 
The harn pan of an umquhile mare, But ft 


He ſtrung, and ftrak ſounds ſaft and clear, 

P Out o' the pow, 

Which fir'd his ſaul, and gart his ear 
With gladneſs glow. Fr, 


£ 


. 23 O wiltu.] The name of a tune be play d upon all occe 
42 
25 This ſang he made.] He boaſted of being poet as wel 


as muſician. . | 
32 Bann'd wi' birr the corky cowp, &c.] Cur: 
ſtrongly the light-headed fellows whe run to Italy to learn H $1 2 


miſic. 
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Sac ſome auld-gabbet poets tell, 
24 Jove's nimble ſon and Leckie ſnell 
Made the firſt fiddle of a ſhell, 
On which Apollo, 
With meikle pleaſure play'd himſel 
Baith jig and ſolo. 54 


O Johny Stocks, what's come o' thee ? 
I'm ſure thoult break thy heart and die: 
Thy Birnie gane, thoul't never be 
Nor blyth, nor able 
To ſhake thy ſhort houghs merrily 
| Upon a table. 60 


How pleaſant was't to ſee thee diddle, 
30 And dance ſo — his fiddle, 
With noſe forgainſt a laſs's middle, 
And briſkly brag, 
With cutty ſteps to ding their Ariddie, / 
And gar them fag. 66 


He catch'd a criſhy webſter loun 
t runkling o' his deary's gown, 
ind wi' a rung come o'er his crown, 
For being there; 
But ſtarker thrums got Patie down 
d knooſt him fair. 74 


Wae worth the dog, he maiſt had fell'd him, 
4 evengefu” Pate aft green'd to geld him, 
He aw'd a mends, and that he tell'd him, 
And bann'd to do't, 
He took the tid, and fairly ſell'd him 
For a recruit. 7 


30 


42 


pon all occe 


+ 


poet as wwe! 
D 3 
Xe. ] Curs' 
to learn e $1 Tuque tefluds, reſonare ſeptem a 
Callida nervi. HORACE. 
55 Johny Stocks.] A man of low ftature, but very breads 
leving friend of bi;, who uſed ta dance ta bis muſics 
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Pate was a carle of canny ſenſe, 
And wanted ne'er a right bein ſpence, 
And laid up dollars in defence, 
| . *Gainſt eild and gout, 
Wiel judging gear in future tenſe 
Cou'd ſtand for wit. 


Yet prudent fouk may tak? the pet, 
Anes thrawart porter wadna let 
Him in while latter meat was hett, 
ile gaw'dfou fair, 
Flang in his fiddle o'er the yett, 
Whilk ne'er did mair. 
But profit may ariſe frae loſs, 
dae Pate gat comfort by his croſs: 
Soon as he wan within the cloſe, a 
He douſly drew in 
Maer gear frae ilka gentle goſs 
Than bought a new ane. 


When lying bed - faſt ſick and fair, 
To pariſh prieſt he promis'd fair, 
He ne er wad drink fou ony mair: 
WEE But hale and tight, 
He prov'd the auld man to a hair, 
| Strute ilka night. 


Thechaly dad with care eſſays 
To wile him frae his wanton ways, 
And telVd him of his promiſe twice: 


But ſco 


d tal 


Sae I 
4 Zut leſt 
ome d 


or to 2 


Ja 


10 


Bo Bein ſpence.] Good flore of proviſcon, the ſpente | 


lag a little apartment for meal, fleſb, c. 


86 Anes thrawart porter, &c.] This happened in ti 


DOC 
An 


Duke of Rothes's time: His Grace was giving an entertai 
ment, and Patrick being deny'd entry by the ſervants, be eitb 109 . 
from a cunning view of the lucky conſequences, or in 4 paſſunw2? four 


did whai's deſcribed. 


bornts: £ 
Were to ih 
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| 


. Pate anſwer'd clever : 
Vha tents what people raving ſays 
ben in @ fever. 


At Bothwell Brig he gade to fight; 
But being wile as he was wight, 
e thought it ſhaw'd a ſaul but light, 
Daftly to ſtand, 
id let gun-powder wrang his ſight 
Or fiddle hand. 114 


Right pawkily he left the plain, 
or o'er his ſhoulder look'd again, 
But ſcoor'd o'er moſs and muir amain, 
To Reeky ſtraight, 
d tald how mony Whigs were lain 
Before they faught. I20 


dae I've lamented Patie's end; 
Hut leſt your grief o'er far extend, 
ome dight your cheeks, ye'r brows unbend. 
And lift ye'r head, 
or to a; Britain be it kend 
He is not dead. 126 


January 251, 1721. 


9 | 


- 


10 
THE LAST SPEECH 


OF A 


WRETCHED MISER 
ſpente 
DOOL! and am I forc'd to die, 
bened in il And nae mair my dear filler ſee, 5 
n entertai ' 
its, be-eithl 109 Bothwell Brig, upon Clyde, where the famons battle 
in 4 paſſunwas fought gnno 1679, for tbe determination of ſome kittle 
boints: But I dars nat aſſert that it was religion carried my 
ere to the field, | 


44 ros. 


— . — 


ws 4 


That glanc'd fae ſweetly in my e'e! 
It breaks my heart : 
My goud ! my bands! alackanie ! 
That we ſhou'd part. 


For you I labour'd night and day, 
For you I did my friends betray, 
For you on ſtinking caff T lay, 
And blankets thin 
And for your ſake fed mony a flae 
Upon my ſkin. 


Like Tantalus I lang have ſtood 
Chin-deep into a filler flood ; 
Yet ne'er was able for my blood, 
But pain and ftrife, 
To ware ae drap on claiths or food, 
To cheriſh life. 


Or like the wiſſen'd beardleſs wights, 
Wha herd the wives of eaſtern knights, 
Yet ne'er enjoy the ſaft delights 

| Of laſſes bony ; 
Thus did I watch lang days and nights 
My lovely money. 


Although my annual rents cou'd feed 
Thrice forty fouk yy __ in : 
I d myſelf my daily bread ; 
* Aud if frae hame, 
My pouch produc'd an ingan head 
To pleaſe my wame. 


To keep you coſie in a hoord, 
This hunger I with caſe endur'd ; 
And never dought a doit afford 

To ane of ſkill, 
Wha for a dollar might have cur'd 
Me of this ill. 
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| never wore my claiths wi” bruſhing, 
or wrung awa' my ſarks wi” waſhing ; 
or ever lat in taverns daſhing 
Awa' my coin, 
o find out wit or mirth by claſhin 
| O' er dearthfu* wine. 


Abiet my pow was bald and bare, 
wore nae frizzl'd limmer's hair, 
"hich tak's of flour to keep it fair, 
Frae reeſting free, 
3 meikle as wad dine, and mair, 
The like of me. 


Nor kept J ſervants tales to tell, 
ut toom' d my coodies a myſel; 
o hane in candle I had a ſpell 
Baith cheap and bright, 
fiſh-head, when it *gins to ſmell, 
Gives curious hight. 


What reaſon can I ſhaw, quo' ye, 

o fave and ſtarve, to cheat and lie, 

o live a beggar, and to die 

Sae rich in coin ! 

hat's mair than can be gi'en by me, 
Tho” Eie join. 

Some ſaid my looks were groff and ſowry 

retfu* drumbly, dull, and dowr: 

own it was nae in my pow'r, 


My fears to ding ; 


Vherefore I never cou'd endure 


To laugh or ſing. 
I ever hated bookiſh reading, 


and muſical or dancing breeding, 
ind what's in either face or cleading, 


Oft painted things; 
thought nae pictures worth the heeding 
i Except the kingꝰs. 
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Now of a' them the eard &er bure, 
I never rhymers cou'd endure, 
They're ſic a "kg pack, and poor, 
I hate to ken 'em; 
For *gainſt us — fauls they're ſure 
| o ſpit their venom. 


But waſter wives, the warſt of a', 
Without a yeuk they par ane claw, 
When wickedly they bid us draw 

\ Our filler ſpungs, 

For this and that, to mak? them braw, 
And lay their tongues. 


Some loo the courts, ſome loo the kirks, 
Some loo to keep their ſkins frae lirks, 
Some loo to woo beneath the birks 

; Their lemans bony : 
For me, I took them a' for ſtirks 
That loo'd nae money. 


They ca'd me ſlave to uſury, 
Squeeze, cleave the hair, and peel the flee, 
Clek, flay the flint, and . 
And ſauleſs wretch; 
But that ne er ſkaĩth'd or troubled me, 
Gin I grew rich. 


On profit a* my thoughts were bent, 
And mony thouſands have I lent, 
But ſickerly I took food tent, 
hat double pawns, 
With a cudeigh and ten per cent. 
Lay in my hands. 


When borrow'rs brak, the pawns were rug, 
Rings, beads of pearl, or filler jug, 
I fald them aff, ne'er faſh'd my lug 
With guns or curſes, 
The mair they whing'd it gart me hug 
My ſwelling purſcs. 
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Sometimes I'd ſigh, and ape a faint, 
nd with a lang rat-rhime of cant, 

Vad mak* a mane for them in want; 
But for ought mair, 


never was the fool to grant 
Them ony ſkair. 


I thought ane freely might pronounce 
hat chiel a very filly dunce, 
hat cou'd not honeſtly renounce, 
With eaſe and joys, 
t ony time, to win an unce, 


Of yellow boys. 
When young I ſome remorſe did feel, 


nd liv'd in terror of the deel, 
is furnace, whips, and racking wheel : 
But by degrees, 


ly conſcience grown as hard as ſteel, 
Gave me ſome eaſe, 


But fears of want and carking care 
o ſave my ſtock, and thirſt for mair, 
y night and day 1 d me ſair, 
nd turn'd my head ; 


hile friends appear'd like harpies gare, 
That wiſh'd me dead. 


For fear of thieves I aft lay waking 
e live lang night, till day was breaking, 
yne thro” my flee „with heart fair aiking, 
| * aften ſtarted, 
7 unking I heard my windows cracking, 
When Elſpa f——. 


O gear! I held ye lang the gither ; 
4 or you ] ſtary'd my good all mither, 
d to Virginia ſald my brither, 
| And cruſh'd my wife; 
tnow I'm gawn I kenna whither, 
To leave my life. 
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My lite! my god! my ſpirit yearns, 
Not on my kindred, wife or bairns, 
Sic are but very laigh concerns, 


Compar'd with thee ; 


When now this mortal rottle warns 
Me, I maun die. 


It to my heart 25 like a 
To ſee . kin and graceleſs ſo 
Like rooks — are bis 


To thumb my gear, 


And caſh that has nae feen the ſun 
This fifty year. 


Oh ! oh ! that ſpendthrift ſon of mine, 
Wha can on roaſted muirfowl dine, 
And like dub-water ſkink the wine, 
And dance and fing ; 
He'll ſoon gar my dear darlings dwine 
Down to natthing. 


To that ſame place, where'er I gang, 
O could I bear my wealth alang ! 
Nae heir ſhou'd c'er a farthing fang, 
That thus carouſes, 
Tho' they ſhau'd a* on woodies hang, 
For breaking houſes, 


Perdition! Sathan! is that you? 
] fink !—am dizzy—Candle blue. 
i' that be never mair play d pew, 
But witha rair, 
Arvay bis wwretsbed ſpirit flew, 
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MONK AND THE MILLER's WIFE. 
A TALE, 


ow lend your lugs, ye benders fine, 
Wha ken the benefit of wine; 
nd you wha laughing, ſcud brown ale, 
ave jinks a wee, and hear a tale. 


An honeſt miller winn'd in Fife, 

hat had a young and wanton wife, 

ha ſometimes thoP'd the pariſh-prieft 

o mak? her man a twa horn'd beaſt : 

e paid right mony viſits till her, 

nd to keep in with Hab the miller, 

e endeavour'd aft to mak* him happy, 
here'er he kend the ale was nappy». 
condeſcenſion in a paſtor, 

nit Halbert's love to him the faſter ; 

nd by his converſe, troth tis true, 

ab learn'd to preach when he was fou. 
hus all the three were wonder pleas'd, 
he wife well ſerv'd, the man well eas'd. 
his ground his corns, and that did cheriſh 
imſelf with dining round the pariſh. 

ls, the good-wife, thought it nae ſkaithg 
ace ſhe was fit, to ſerve them baith. 
When equal is the night and day, 

nd Ceres gives the ſchools the play, 
youth ſprung frae a gentler pater, 

ed at Saint Andrew's alma mater, 

e day gawn hameward, it fell late, 

nd him benighted by the gate : 

0 lye without, pit-mirk did ſhore him, 
?coudna fee his thumb before him: 
Vol. I. E 
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But, clack—clack—clack, he heard a mill, 
Whilk led him by the lugs theretill. 
To tak the thread of tale alang, 
This mill to Halbert did belang ; 
Not leſs this note your notice claims, 
The ſcholar's name was Maſter James. 
Now, ſmiling mute, the prelude paſt, 
Smoothly relate a tale ſhall laſt 
As lang as Alps and Grampian hills, 
As lang as wind or water-mills. 
In enter'd James, Hab faw and kend him, 
And offer'd kindly to befriend him 
With ſic good cheer as he cou'd make 
Baith for his ain and father's fake. 
The ſcholar thought himfelf right ſped, 
And gave him thanks in terms wiel bred. 
Quoth Hab, I canna leave my mill 
As yet; but ſtep ye weſt the kill 
A bow-ſhot, and ye*l1 find my hame: 
Gae warm ye, and crack with our dame, 
Till I fet aff the mill, ſyne we 
Shall tak” what Beſſy has to give. 
James, in return, what's handſome ſaid, 
O'er lang to tell; and aff he gade. 
Out of the houſe ſome light did ſhine, 
Which led him tilFt.as with a line: f 
Arriv'd, he knock'd, for doors were ſteekit; 
Straight rhro* a window Belly keekit, 
And cries, „Wha's that gi'es fowk a fright 
At fic untimeous time of night?“ 
James with good humour, maift diſcreetly, 
Tald her his circumſtance completely. 
« dinna ken ye,“ quoth the wife, | 
« And up and down the thieves are rife ; 
Within my lane, I'm but a woman, 
Sae Ill unbar my door to nae man; 
But fince *tis very like, my dow, 
That a' y'ere telling may be true, 
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ae, there's a key, gang in your way 
t the neiſt door there's braw ait ſtrae ; 
reek down upon't, my lad, and learn 
hey're no ill lodg'd that get a barn.” 
hus, after meikle clitter clatter, 
mes fand he coudna mend the matter. 
nd ſince it might nae better be, 

ith reſignation took the key, 
nlockt the barn—clam up the mouz 
here was an opening near the hou, 
hrough whilk he law a glent of light, 

at gave diverſion to his ſight: 

this he quickly cou'd diſcern 

thin wa” ſep'rate houſe and barn, 

d thro? this rive was in the wa”, 

| done within the houſe he ſaw : 
e ſaw (what ought not to be ſeen, 

d ſcarce gave credit to his een) 
he pariſh prieſt of reverend fame 
active courtſhip with the dame 
o lengthen out deſcription here, 
ſould but offend the modeſt ear, 
d beet the lewder youthfuꝰ flame 
hat we by ſatire ſtrive to tame. 
ppoſe the wicked action o'er, 
d James continuing ſtill to glowr : 
a ſaw the wife as faſt able, 
read a clean ſervite on the table, 
d ſyne frae the ha' ingle, bring ben 
pyping het young roaſted hen, 
d twa good bottles ſtout and clear, 
e of ſtrong ale, and ane of beer. 
But wicked luck, juſt as the prieſt 
ot in his fork in — breaſt, 
unwelcome miller ga'e a roar, 
'd, & Beſly, haſte ye ope the door. 
th that the haly letcher fled, 
id darn'd himſelf —_ a beds 
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While Beſſy huddl'd a' things by, 

That nought the cuckold might eſpy; 

Syne loot him in,. — but out of tune, 
Speer d why he left the mill ſae ſoon: 

« come, ſaid he, „as manners claims, 
To crack and wait on Maſter James, 

Whilk I ſhou'd do, tho? ne'er ſae bizzy ; 

I ſent him here, good-wife, where is he?“ 

« Ye ſent him here (quoth Beſſy, grumbling), 
Kend I this James? A chiel come rumbling, 
But how was I aſſur'd, when dark, 

That he had been nae thieviſh ſpark, 

Or ſome rude wencher gotten a doſe, 

That a weak wife cou'd ill oppoſe ?” 

« And what came of him? ak nae langer, 
Cries Halbert, in a Highland anger. 

« ] ſent him to the barn,” quoth ſhe: 

« Gae quickly bring him in,” quoth he. 

James was — t in—the wife was bawked 
The prieſt ſtood — miller cracked 
Then aſk'd his ſunkan gloomy ſpouſe, 

What ſupper had ſhe in the houſe, 

That might be ſuitable to giꝰe 

Ane of their lodger's qualitie? 

Quoth ſhe, Ve may wiel ken, good-man, 
Your feaſt comes frae the pottage - pan: 

The ſtov'd and roaſted we afford, 

Are aft great ſtrangers on our board.” is 
4 Pottage,” quoth Hab, 4 ye ſenſeleſs tawpie ! 
Think ye this youth's a gilly-gawpy ? 
And that his gentle ſtamock's er 
To worry up a pint of plaſter? — 
Like our mill-knaves that lift the laiding, 
Whaſe kytes can ſtreek out like raw plaiding. 
Swith roaſt a hen, or try ſome chickens, 

And ſend for ale frae Maggy Picken's.“ 

« Hout aye,” quoth ſhe, “ ye may wiel ken, 
Jis ill brought butt chat's no there hen; 
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When but laſt owk, nae farder gane, 
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he laird got a' to pay his kain. 
Then James, wha had as good a gueſs 
Of what was in the houſe, as Beſs, 
ith pawky ſmile, this plea to end 
o pleaſe himſell and eaſe his frien 
Firſt open'd, with a flee oration, 
His wond'rous ſkill in conjuration. 
aid he, © By this fell art I'm able 
o whop af any great man's table 
'hate'er I like to make a mail of, 
Either in part, or yet the hail of,. 
ind if ye pleaſe I'll ſhaw my art 
ries Halbert, “Faith with all my heart!“ 
Beſs ſain*d herſelf, —cry'd, . Lord be here!” 
ud near hand fell a ſwoon for fear. 
James leugh, and bade her naithing dread, 
yne to his conjuring went with ſpeed :; 
nd firſt he draws a circle round, 
Then utters mony a magic found 
f words, part Latin, Greek and Dutch, 
now to fright a very witch: 
That done, he ſays, © Now, now tis come, 
nd in the boal beſide the lum ; 
, low ſet the board; good-wife, gae ben, 
Bring frae yon boal a roaſted hen.“ 
dhe wadna gang but Haby ventur'd ; 
ind ſoon as he the ambrie enter'd, 
t \melPd fac wiel he ſhort time ſought it, 
\nd wond'ring, *tween his hands he brought it. 
eview'd it round, and thrice he ſmell'd it, 
dyne with a gentle touch he felt it. ; 
Thus ilka ſenſe he did conveen, ' 
eſt glamour had beguil'd his een; 
hey all in an united body, 
Declar'd it a fine fat how towdy. . 
Nae mair about it, quoth the miller, . 


The fowl looks wiel, and vey fa till her.” 
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Sae be't, ſays James; and in a doup, 
They ſnapt her up baith ſtoup and roup. 

66 Nei „O!“ cries Halbert, « cou? 

But help us to a wavght of ale, 

Fd be oblig'd t' ye a' my life, 

And offer to the deel my wife. 

To ſee if he'll diſcreeter mak? her, 
But that I'm fleed he,winna tak” her.” 
Said James; „Ve offer very fair, 
The bargain's hadden, ſae nae mair.“ 

Then thrice he ſhook a willow-wand, 
With kittle words thrice gave command ; 
That done, with Iook baith learn'd and grave, 
Said, Now ye'll get what ye wad have; 
Twa bottles of as nappy liquer 
As ever ream'd in horn or bicker, 

Behind the ark that hads your meal, 
Ye'll find twa ſtanding corkit wiel.“ 

He ſaid, and faſt the miller flew, 

And frae their neſt the bottles drew ; 
Then firſt the ſcholar's health he toaſted, 
Whaſe art had gart him feed on roaſted ; 
His father's neiſt, and a' the reſt 

Of his good friends that wiſh'd him beſt, 
Which were o'er langſome at the time, 
In a ſhort tale, to put in rhyme, 

Thus, while the miller and the youth 
Were blythly ſlock' ning of their drowth, 
Beſs, fretting, ſcarcely held frac greeting, 
The prieſt inclos'd, ſtood vex'd and.ſ\weating. 


Dear Maſter James, wha brought our cheer? 

Sic laits appear to us ſae awtu', 

We hardly think your learning lawfu'.“ 
« To bring your doubts to a concluſion”? 

Says James, “ ken I'ni a Reficrucian ; 

Ane of tlie ſet tbat never carries 


On trafic with black deels or fawrics ; 
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There's mony a fp'rit that's no a deel, 
That conſtantly around us wheel. 
here was a ſage call'd Albumazor, 
Whaſe wit was gleg as ony razor : 
Frae this great man we learn'd the {kill 
o bring theſe gentry to our will ; 
nd they appear, when we've a mind, 
In ony ſhape of human kind: 
Now, if you'll drap your fooliſh fear, 
PII gar my Pacolet appear.” 
Hab fidg d and leugh, his elbuck clew, 
Baith fear'd and fond a ſp'rit to view: 
\t laſt his courage wan the day, 
e to the ſcholar's will gave way. 
Beſſy by this began to ſmell 
rat, but kept her mind to'r ſell: 
phe pray'd like howdy in her drink, 
But mean time tipt young James a wink. 
ames frae his e e an anfwer ſent, 
Vhich made the wife right wiel content: 
Then turn'd to Hab, and thus advis'd: 
Whateꝰ er you ſee be nought ſurpriz'd, 
but for your ſaul move not your tongue; 
ind ready ſtand with a great rung : 
dyne as the ſp'rit gangs marching out, 
de fure to lend him a ſound rout : 
bidna this by way of mocking, 
or nought delytes him mair than knocking.” 
Hab got a kent—ſtood by the hallan, 
g. and ſtraight the wild miſchievous callan 
ar- ries, «& Radamanthus Huſky Mingo, 
| onk, Horner, Hipock, Jinko Jingo, 
lppear in likeneſs of a prieſt ; 
0 like a deel, in ſhape of beaſt, 
Vith gaping chafts to fleg us a': | | 
Vauk forth, the door ſtands to the wa. 1 
Then frae the hole where he was pent, 
e prieſt approack'd right wiel content; 
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Iq filent pace ſtrade o'er the flour, 
Till he was drawing near the door, 
Then to eſcape the cudgel ran, 
But was not miſs'd by the good-man, 
Wha lent him on his neck a lounder, 
That gart him o'er the threſhold founder. 
Darkneſs ſoon hid him frae their ſight; 
Ben flew the miller in a fright ; 
4 Itrow,”” quoth he, „“ laid well on; 


But wow he's like our own Meſs John!” 
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THE PL AT D. 


E Caledonian beauties, who have long 
Been both the muſe and ſubject of my ſong, 
Aſſiſt your bard, who, in harmonious lays, 
Deſigns the glory of your Plaid to raiſe: 
How my fond breaſt with blazing ardour glows, 
Whene'er my Tong on you juſt praiſe beſtows. 
Phœbus and his imaginary Nine, 
With me have loft the title of divine; 
To no ſuch ſhadows will Thomage pay, 
Theſe to my real muſes ſhall give way: 
My muſes, who on ſmooth meand'ring Tweed, 
Stray through the groves, or grace the clover mead; 
Or theſe who bathe themſelves where haughty Clyde 
Does roaring o'er his lofty catꝰ racts ride; 
Or you who on the banks of gentle Ta 
Drain from the flowers the early dews of! May, 
To varniſh on your cheek the crimſon dye, 
Or make the white the falling ſnow outvy; 
And you who on Edina's ſtreets diſplay 
Millions of matchleſs beautics every day; 
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ſpir'd by you, what poet can deſire 
o warm his genius at a brighter fire ? 
| ſing the Plaid, and fing with all my ſkill, 
ount then, O fancy, ſtandard to my will; 
ſtrong each thought, run ſoft each happy line, 
hat gracefulneſs and harmony may ſhine, 6 
dapted to the beautiful deſign. 
reat is the ſubject, vaſt th' exalted theme, 
Ind ſhall ſtand fair in endleſs rolls of fame. 
The Plaid's antiquity comes firſt in view, 30 
recedence to antiquity is due: 
Intiquity contains a certain ſpell, 
o make ev'n things of little worth excel; 
o ſmalleſt ſubjects gives a glaring daſh, 
protecting high-born idiots from the laſh; 35 
uch more 'tis valu'd, when with merit plac'd, 
t graces merit, and by merit's grac'd. 
O firſt of garbs! garment of happy fate! 
o long employ*d, of fuch an antique date; 
ook back fome thouſand years, till records fail, 40 
nd loſe themſelves in ſome romantic tale, 
ell find our godlike fathers nobly ſcorn'd 
o be with any other dreſs adorn” a; : | 
tore baſe foreign faſhions interwove, 44 
hich *gainſt their int'reſt and their brav'ry ſtrove. 
was they could boaſttheir freedom with Fee. Rome, 
ind, arm'd in ſteel, deſpiſe the ſenate's doom; 
hilſt o'er the globe their Eagle they diſplay'd, 
nd conquer'd nations proſtrate homage paid, | 
They only, they unconquer'd ſtood their 3 50 
nd to the mighty empire fix'd the bound. 
ur native prince who then ſupply d the throne, 
n Plaid array'd, magnificently ſhone: 
lor ſeem'd his purple, or his ermine leſs, | 
[ ho” cover'd by the Caledonian dreſs. 35 
u this at court the thanes were gayly clad, 
Vith this the ſhepherds and the Finds were g 


n this the warrior wrapt his brawny arms, 
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ith this our beauteous mothers veil'd their charms; 
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When ev'ry youth, and every lovely maid 
Deem' d it a difbabille to want their Plaid. | 
O heavens! how chang'd! how little look their race 
When foreign chains with foreign modes take place; 
When Eaſt and Weſtern Indies muſt combine 
To deck the fop, and make the gewgaw ſhine, bt 
Thus while the Grecian troops in Perſia lay, 
And learn'd the habit to be-ſoft and gay, 
By luxury enery'd, they loſt the day. 
I aſk'd Varell, what ſoldiers he thought beſt? 
nd. thus he anſwer'd to my plain requeſt: 
« Were I to lead battalions out to war, 
And hop'd to triumph in the victor's car, 
To gain the loud applauſe of worthy fame, 
And columns rais' 4 to eternize my name, 
Pd chuſe, had I my choice, that ardy race 75 
Who fearleſs can look terrors in the face; 
Who ' midſt. the ſnows the beſt of limbs can fold 
In Tartan Plaids, and ſmile at chilling cold: 
Bo uſeleſs traſh ſhould pain my ſoldier's back, 
or canvas-tents make loaden axles crack ; 
No rattling filks I'd to my ſtandards bind, 
But bright Tartanas waving in the wind: 
The Plaid alone ſhould all my enſigns be, 
This army from ſuch banners would not flee. 
Theſe, theſe were they, who naked taught the way 
To fight with art, and boldly gain the day.” $5 
Ev'n great Guſtavus ſtood himſelf {cnt þ 
While at their wond'rous ſkill and force he gaz'd. 
With ſuch brave troops one might o'er 3 
ke out what Richlieu fram'd, and Louis begun, 
Degenerate men! now ladies pleaſe to ſit, 90 
That I the Plaid in allits airs may hit, 
With all the powers of ſoftneſs mixt with wit. 
While ſcorching Titan tawns the . brow, 
And whiſtling hinds ſweat lagging at the plow: #9 
The piercing beams Brucina can defy, 


Not ſun-burnt ſhe's, nor dazal'd is her eye. 
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gly's the maſk, the fan's a triſſing toy, 
To ſtill at church ſome girl or reſtleſs boy. 
ix'd ta one ſpot's the pine and myrtle ſhades, 100 
But on each motion wait the umbrellian Plaids, | 
Repelling duſt when winds diſturb the air, 
Ind give a check to every ill · bred ſtare. 
Light as the pinions of the . fry, 
Df larks and linnets who traverſe the ſky, 105 
s the Tartana, ſpun fo very fine, 
ts weight can never make the fair __— 
Wy raiſing ferments in her glowing blood, 
Vhich cannot be eſcap'd within the hood: 
or does it move beyond its proper ſphere, 110 
ut lets the gown in all its ſhapes appear; 
for is the ſtraightneſs of her waſte deny'd 
o be by every raviſh'd eye furvey'd. 
or this the hoop may ftand at largeſt bend, 
comes not nich, nor can its weight offend. 115 
The Hood and Mantle make the tender faint; 
m pain'd to ſee them moving like a tent. 
y heather Jenny in her blanket dreſt, 
he Hood and Mantle fully are expreſt; 
Which round her neck with rags is firmly bound, 120 
'hile heather beſoms loud ſhe ſcreams around. 
Nas Goody Strode fo great a pattern, lay? 
he way re ye to follow when ſuch lead the way? 
i know each fair who ſhall this Surtout uſe, 
A ou're no more Scots, and ceaſe to be my muſe. - x25 
az d. The ſmootheſt labours of the Perſian loom, | 
e Tun, td in the Plaid, ſet off the beauty's bloom; 
ad begun int is the gloſs, nor come the colours nigh, 
+90 [Who white as milk, or dipt in ſcarlet dye. | 
he lily pluckt by fair Pringella grieves, 130 


00 


heir race! 


place; 
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: Yhoſe whiter hand outſhines its {nowy leaves: 
s brow; Wo wonder then white filks in our efteem, 
W: 9VBfatch'd with her fairer face, they ſully'd ſeem. 
If ſhining red Campbella's cheeks 1 * 
ur fancies ſtraight conceive the bluſhing morn; 135 
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Beneath whoſe dawn the ſun of beauty lies, Till g 
Nor need we light but from Campbella's eyes. Purſue: 
If lin'd with green, Stuarta's Plaid we view, can u 
Or thine, Ramſeia, edg'd around with blue; he PI 
One ſhews the ſpring when nature is moſt kind, Iowa 
The other heav'n, whoſe ſpangles lift the mind. e ſee 
A garden plot enrich'd with choſen flowers, ne ar 
In ſun- beams baſking after vernal ſhowers, he ot] 
Where lovely pinks in ſweet confuſion riſe, o hole 
And amaranths and eglintines ſurpriſe; - 11) ich 
Hedg'd round with fragrant brier and jeſſamine, in wh 
The roſy thorn and variegated green: F UNC 
Theſe give, not half that pleaſure to the view, With 
As when, Ferguſia, mortals gaze on you; ler Pla 
You raiſe our wonder, and our love engage, ow dc 
Which makes us curſe, and yet admire the hedge; etu cer 
The filk and tartan hedge, which does confpire Ve by 
With you to kindle love's ſoft ſpreading fire. magie 
How many charms can every fair one boaſt! Thus 
How oft's our fancy in the plenty loſt! 155% Che lov: 
Theſe more remote, theſe we admire the moſt. ind wit 
What's too familiar often we deſpiſe, The E 
But rarity makes ftill the value riſe. | Lo fee h 
If Sol himſelf ſnould ſhine through all the day, 'orming 
We cloy, and loſe the pleaſure of his ray: hire, 
But if behind ſome marly cloud he ſteal, et New 
Nor for ſome time his radiant head reveal, Lo View 
With brighter charms his abſence he repays, ll pleaſ 
And every ſun-beam ſeems a double blaze. keryſta 
So when the fair their dazzling luſtres ſhroud, 1} How d 
And diſappoint us with a tartan cloud, t hides t 
How fondly do we peep with wiſhful eye, he min, 
Trganſported when one lovely charm we ſpy? N 2 
ven len: 


Oft to our coſt, ah me! we often find 


The pow'r of love ſtrikes deep, tho” he be blind; heir mii 

Perch'd on a lip, acheek, a chin, or ſmile, Vol. I. 

Hits with ſurpriſe, and throws young hearts in jail. ; 
From when the cock proclaims the rifing day, 176 Sil 


And milk-maids ing around ſweet curds and whey; 
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Till grey-ey'd twilight, harbinger of night, 175 
Purſues o'er ſilver mountains ſinking light, | 
I can unwearied from my caſements view 
he Plaid, with ſomething ſtill about it new. 
How are we pleas'd, when with a handſome air 
'e ſee Hepburna walk with eafy care? 180 
ne arm half. circles round her flender waiſt, 
he other like an ivory pillar plac'd, 
o hold her Plaid around her modeſt face, 
Vhich faves her bluſhes with the gayeſt grace: 
fin white kids her taper fingers move, 185 
r unconfin'd jet thro” the ſable glove. 
With what a pretty action Keitha holds 
ler Plaid, and varies oft its airy folds; 
low does that naked ſpace the ſpirits move, 
Between the ruffl'd lawn and envious glove? 190 
Ve by the ſample, tho* no more be ſeen, 
magine all that's fair within the ſkreen, 
Thus belles in Plaids veil and difplay their charms, 
15 Hie love-fick youth thus bright Humea warms, 
ind with her graceful mien her rivals all alarms. 
The Plaid itſetf gives pleaſure to the ſight, 196- 
To ſee how all its ſets imbibe the light; 
lays 'orming ſome way, which even to me hes hid, 
1{F bite, black, blue, yellow, purple, green, and red, 
et Newton's royal club thro? priſms ſtare, 200 
Lo view celeſtial dyes with curious care, 
l pleaſe myſelf, nor ſhall my fight aſk aid 
t cryſtal gimcracks to ſurvey the Plaid, 
4 How decent is the Plaid, when, in the pew, 
T t hides th' inchanting fair from ogler's view. 205 
, he mind's oft crowded with ill-trm'd deſires, 
2 Then nymphs -unveil'd approach the ſacred choirs, 
| ven ſenators, who guard the common weal, 
bund; heir minds may rove—- Are mortals made of ſteel? 
„ vol. I. F 
s in jail. 
days 
d whey; 
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The fniſh'd beaux ftand up in all their airs, 219 
And ſearch out beauties more than mind their pray'ry 
The wainſcot forty-fix's are perplext 


To be eclips'd, fpite makes them drop the text. nee 
The younger gaze at each fine thing they ſee; 0 for 
The orator himſelf is ſcarcely free. 4: a1; hen 
Ye then who wou'd your piety expreſs, he ru 
To ſacred domes ne*er come in naked dreſs. From 
The pow'r of modeſty ſhall ſtill prevail: ind fo 


Then Scotian yirgins uſe your native veil. 
Thus far young Coſmel read; then ſtar'd and 


And cr 


curſt, | 200806 
And aſkt me very gravely how durſt Vhich 
Advance ſuch Mikes for a thing deſpis'd? * t con 
He, ſmiling, twore I had been ill advis'd; then 
To you, ſaid I, perhaps this may ſeem true, Vhen 
And numbers. vaſt, nor fools, may fide with you; 220 10 
As many ſhall my ſentiments 8 : but wh 
Tell me what's not the butt of fcorn and love? ith f 

Mere mankind all agreed to think one way, hrow 
What wou'd divines and poets have to fay? hen | 
No enſigns wou'd on martial fields be fpread, 2:40” ſhin 
And Corpus Juris never wou'd be read: © * Vho, | 

© We'd need no councils, parliaments, nor kings, On I 
Ev'n wit and learning wou'd turn filly things. Lo kno 
You miſs my meaning ſtill, Pm much afraid, ove ſen 
I wou'd not have them always wear the Plaid. 22 bat he 

Old Salem's royal ſage, of wits the prime, ermes 
Said, „For each thing there was a proper time. nd thi 
Night's but Aurora's Plata, that ta en away, Say, 
We loſe the pleaſure of returning day Lo Jove 
Ev'n thro? the gloom, when view'd in ſparkling ſxies er he 
Orbs ſcarcely ſoen, yet gratify our eyes: 2 ickhy 
So thro* Hamilla's open'd Plaid, we may | fimpl 
Behold her heav'nly face, and heaving milky way. Then to 
Spaniſh referve; join'd with a Gallic air, 4 Gr eat 
i manag d well, hecomes the Scotian fair. 24042 wit 


Now you ſay well, faid he; but - when's the time 
That they may drop the Plaid without a crime? 


Iv B-obw* a + , 


Then 1; 
eſt, O fair nymphs, ye ſhou'd our patience tire, 
And ſtarch reſerve extinguiſh gen'rous fire; 
+ zinee heav'n your ſoſt victorious charms defign'd 250 
. o form a ſmoethneſs on the rougher mind: 
Vhen from the bold and noble toils of war, 
he rural cares, or labours of the bar ; 
From theſe hard ſtudies which are learn'd and grave, 
nd ſome from dang' rous riding o'er the wave; 255 
he Caledonian many youth reſort 
o their Edina, love's great mart and port, 
ar'd 7 And crowd her =, with all that — 
Vhich is peculiar to the Scotian race; 
t concert, ball, or ſome fair's marriage-day, 260 
) then with freedom all that's ſweet diſplay. 
Vhen beauty's to be judg'd without a'veil, 


21; 


e, f : 
. \nd not its powers mete out as by retail, 

2 1 wholeſale all at once to fill * mind 
7 ith ſentiments gay, ſoft, and frankly kind; 265 
hrow by the Plaid, and like the lamp of day, 

| hen there's no cloud to intercept his ray; 
J 2:2 ſhine Maxella, nor their cenſure fear, 
N "Who, ſlaves to vapours, dare not ſo appear. 
hog On Ida's height, when to the royal twain, 270 
a * To know who ſhould the prize of beauty gain, 
1. ove ſent his two fair daughters and his wife, 
d. 2; bat he might be the judge to end the ſtrife: 


ermes was guide, they found him by a tree, 
ne? ind thus they ſpake with air divinely free, 275 
ay, Paris, which is faireſt of us three?” 


wo Lo Jove's high queen, and the celeſtial maids, 
ling fies er he wou'd pals his ſentence, cry'd, (No Plaids.“ 
* Quickly the goddeſſes obey d his call, 

| ſimple nature's dreſs he view'd them all, 280 
ky way: Lhen to Cyth'rea gave the golden ball. 


Great critics hail! our dread, whoſe love or hate, 
2 with a frown or ſmile, give verſe its fate; 
F | 
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Attend, while o'er this field my fancy roams, 

I've ſome what more to ſay, and here it comes: 
When virtue was a crime, in Tancred's reign, 

There was a noble youth, Who wou'd not deign 

To own for ſovereign one a flave to vice, 


26 


Or blot his conſcience at the higheſt price; 
For which his death's devis'd with helliſh art, 290% (12d 
To tear from his warm breaſt his beating heart. No 
Fame told the tragic neus to all the fair, What 
Whoſe num'rous ſighs and groans bound thro” the air juſtly 
All mourn his fate, tears trickle from each eye, Whic! 
1 Till his kind ſiſter threw the woman by 20% on ou 
„ She, in his ſtead, a gen'rous off” ring ſtaid, Richer 
N And he, the tyrant baulk'd, hid in her Plaid. A ben 
b So when ZEneas with Achilles ſtrove, And t! 
The goddeſs mother haſted from above, Our fa 
Well ſeen in fate, prompt by maternal love, $300 )EThe ec 
Wrapt him in miſt, and warded off the blow Thouſ 
That was deſign'd him by his valiant foe. On rat 
l of the Plaid could tell a hundred tales; | May 
Then hear another, fince that ſtrain prevails: We 
The tale no records tell, it is ſo old; 3-MGroan 
It happen'd in the eaſy age of gold, And di 


When am'rous Jove, chief of the Olympian gods, 
Pall'd with Saturnia, came to our abodes, 

A bcanty hunting; for in theſe ſoft days, | 
Nor "= nor men, delighted in a chace 310 
That wou'd deſtroy, not propagate their race. 
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Beneath a fir-tree in Glentanar's groves, Upon tl 
Where, e er gay fabrics roſe, fwains ſung their loves Rut wit 
Iris lay ſleeping in the open air, 2 nd fre 
A bright Tartana veil'd the lovely fair; _ bl 
The wounded god beheld her matchleſs charms Till ths 
With earneſt eye, and graſp'd her in his arms. Beſt wi 
Soon he made known to her, with gaining ſkill, 


ind n 
His dignity, and import of his will. | > 


4 de Glentanar's groves} A large ood in the nerth 340 a 


POEMS. 6s 


— 


* 


— —5 —— — — — — — 
, « Speak thy deſire,” the divine monarch aid. 320 
mes: 26; Make me a goddeſs,” cry'd the Scotian maid, 


cign, « Nor let hard fate bereave me of my Plaid.“ 
eign « Be thou the hand- maid to my mighty queen, 
Said Jove, and to the world be often ſeen 
Wich the celeſtial bow, and thus appear 325 
rt, 290 Clad with theſe radiant colours as thy wear.“ 
art. Now, ſay my muſe, &er thou forſake the field, 


What profit does the Plaid to Scotia yield? 
ro” the air: Juſtly that claims our love, eſteem, and boaſt, 
eye, Which is produc'd within our native coaſt. 330 
2 On our own mountains grows the golden fleece, 
Richer than that which Jaſon brought to Greece: 
A beneficial branch of Albion's trade, 6 
And the firſt parent of the Tartan Plaid. 
Our fair ingenious ladies“ hands prepare 335 
The equal threads, and give the dyes with care: 
Thouſands of artiſts ſullen hours decoy | 
On rattling looms, and yiew their webs with joy. 
May ſhe be curſt to ſtarve in frag/and fensy 
o wear a fala ragg'd at both the ends, 340 
Groan ſtill beneath an antiquated ſuit, 3 
ind die a maid at fifty-fioe, to boot! 
lay ſhe turn guaggy fat, or crooked dwarf, 
be ridicul'd while primm'd up in her ſcarf; 
| ay ſpleen and /pite ſtill ke er on the fret, 345 
310 And live till ſhe outlive — date; 
ce. ay all this fall, and more than I have ſaid, 
a Upon that wench who diſregards the Plaid. 
heir lov But with the ſun let ev'ry joy ariſe, 
nd from ſoft ſlumbers lift her happy eyes: 359 


May blooming youth be fixt upon her face, 


+ 
30 


n gods, 


arms Till ſne has ſeen her fourth deſcending race; 
m. veſt with a mate with whom ſhe can agree, - 


ind never want the _ of Bohea: ; 
| 3 


in the north 340 Fala.] Alittle ſquare cleib wore by the Dutch womens 
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May ne'er the miſer's fears make her afraid, 35] 
Who joins with me, with me admires the Plaid. 

Let bright Tartanas henceforth ever ſhine, 

And Caledonian goddeſſes enſhrine. 
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Fair judges, to your cenſure I ſubmit, My 
If you allow this poem to have wit, 36D! fuer 
1 If look with ſcorn upon theſe muſty fools, ractis”, 
Who only move by old worm-eaten rules. In eloq 
But with th” ingenious, if my labours take, Some 


"hoſe | 
Df my « 
hallen, 
Other 


I wiſh them ten times better for their ſake ; 
Who ſhall eſteem this vain, are in the wrong; 36; 
I'll prove the moral is prodigious ſtrong : 
Ihate to trifle, men ſhould act like men, 


And for their country only draw their ſword and pen. = _u 
. and ot 
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ADDRESS TO THE COUNTRY, What 

; Nov. 1718, he hin 

| ; j heſe, z 

Fron me Edina, to the brave and fair, ay lea 

Health, joy, and love, and baniſhment of care: While t 

Foraſmuch as bare fields and gurly ſkies lating 

Make rural ſcenes ungrateful to the eyes: he ger 

When Hyperborean blaſts confound the plain, o emu 


Driving, by turns, big t ſnow and heavy rain; 
Ye ſwains and nymphs, forſake the wither'd grove, 
That no damp colds may nip the buds of love ; 
Since winds and tempeſts o'er the mountains ride, 
Haſte here where choice of pleaſures do reſide :., 
Come to my tow”'rs, and leave th* unpleaſant ſcene, 


My cheerful boſom ſhall your warmth ſuſtain. Loug 
Skreen'd in my walls, you may bleak winter ſhun, No (wee 
And, for a while, forget the diſtant fun; R Mt love 
My blazing fixes, bright laps, and ſparkling wine, nd pu 
As ſummer ſun ſhall warm, like him ſhall ſhine. he hau 
My witty clubs of minds that move at large, our ph 


Wt ev'ry glaſs can ſome great thought diſcharge; 
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ben from my ſenate, and the toils of law, 
id. ' unbend the mind from bus'neſs you withdraw, 
ith ſuch gay friends to laugh ſome hours away, 
y winter even ſball ding the ſummer's day. 
My ſchools of law produce a manly train 
30 f fluent orators, who right maintain, 
ractis'd t' expreſs themſelves a graceful way, 
u eloquence ſhines forth in all _ ſay. 
Some Raphael, Rubens, or Vandyke admirg, 
hoſe boſoms glow with ſuch a godlike fire. 
t my own race I have, who ſhall e er long, 
hallenge a place amongſt th* immortal throng. 
Others in ſmootheſt numbers are profuſe, 
and pen. Nnd can in Mantuan dactyls lead the muſe : 
ind others can with muſic make you gay, 
Vith ſweeteſt ſounds Correlli's art diſplay, 
Vhile they around in ſofteſt meaſures ſing, 
r beat melodious ſolos from the ſtring. 
1. What pleaſure can exceed to know what's 
he hinge of war, and —_— draughts of tate ? 
heſe, and a thouſand things th' aſpiring youth 
ay learn, with pleaſure, from the ſages mouth ; 
f care: Mrhile they full fraughted judgments do unload, 
lelating to affairs home and abroad. 
he generous ſoul is fir'd with noble flame, 


we 
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in, o emulate victorious Eugene's fame, 

nz Pho with freſh glories decks th* Imperial throne, 
| groves {Making the haughty Ott'man empire groan. 

ve; ell learn when warlike Sweden and the Czar, 

s ride, he Danes and Pruſſians ſhall demit the war; 

Je 2 ' obſerve what mighty turns of fate may ſpring, 
it ſcene, From this new war rais'd by Iberia's king. 

Ne Long e'er the morn from eaſtern ſeas ariſe, 


ter ſhun, 0 [weep night-ſhades 1 rom off the vaulted ſkies, 
| | Vit /ove or law in dreams 2 mind may toſs, 
© 


18 wine, Aud puſh the ſluggiſh ſenſes to their poſts; 
me. he hautboys diſtant notes ſhall then oppoſe 
Be; our phantom cares, and lull you to repoſe- 
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To t and take tea, the well-drefs'd fair 
May paſs the-crowd unruffled in her chair. 
No duſt or mire her ſhining foot ſhall ſtain, 
Or on the horizontal hoop- give pain. 
For beaux and belles no city can compare, 
Nor ſhew a ga/laxy ſo made, fo fair; 
The ears are charm'd, and raviſh'd are the eyes, 
When at the concert my Air flor: ariſe. 
What poets of fictitious beauties ſing, 
Shall in bright order fill the dazzling ring : 
From Venus, Pallas, and the ſpouſe of Jove, 
They'd gain the prize, judg'd by the god of love: 
Their ſun-burnt features wou'd look dull, and fade, 
Compar'd with my fweet wohite and 6luſoing red. 
The character of beauties fo divine, 
The muſe for want of words cannot define, 
The panting ſoul beholds with awful love, 
Impreſs'd on clay th* angelic forms above, 
Whoſe fofteſt ſmiles can pow'rfully impart 
Raptures ſublime, in dumb ſhow, to the heart. 

he ſtrength of all theſe chams, if ye defy, 

My court of juflice ſhall make you comply. 
Welcome, my Seſſion, thou my boſom warms, 
Thrice three times welcome to thy mother's arms: 
Thy father long, rude man ! has left my bed, 
Thou'rt now my guard, and ſupport of my trade; 
My heart yearns after thee with ſtrong deſire, 
Thou deareſt image of thy ancient ſire: 
Should proud Auguſta take thee from me too, 
So great a loſs wou'd make Edina bow; 
Fd fink beneath a weight I cou'd not bear, * 
And in a heap of rubbiſh diſappear. | 

Vain are ſuch fears: I'll rear my head in ſtate, 
My boding heart foretells a glorious fate : 
New ſtately ſtructures on new ftreets ſhall riſe, 
And new-built churches tow'ring to the ſkies. 
From utmoſt Thule to the Dover-rock, 


Britain's beſt blood in crowds te me ſhall flock ; 
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num'rous fleet ſhall be my Fortha's pride, 
hile they in her calm roads at anchor ride; 


fc from each coaſt ſhall bring what's great and rare, 


o animate the brave, and pleaſe the fair. 


Written beneath the H iflorical Print of the wonder ful 
preſervation of Mr. David Bruce, 
end others bis School-fellows, 


St. Andrew's Aug 19, 1710. 


x times the day with light and hope aroſe, 

” As oft the night her terrors did oppoſe, 

hile toſs'd on roaring waves the tener crew 

ad nought but death and horror in tlicir view: 

ale famine, ſeas, bleak cold, at equal ſtrife, 
onſpiring all againſt their bloom of life: 
hilſt like the — 's laſt flame their trembling ſouls 
reon the wing to leave their mortal goals ; 

nd death before them ſtands with frightful ſtare, 
heir ſpirits ſpent, and funk down to leſpair. 

Behold th' indulgent providential eye, 
Vith watchful rays deſcending from no high; 

gels come polling down the divine beam 

o ſave the helpleſs in their laſt extreme: 
Infcen the heav*nly guard about them flock, 
ome rule the winds, ſome lead them up the rock, 
Vhile other two attend the dying pair, 


o waft their young white ſquls through fields of air 
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(cept the 
THE /SCRIBBLERS LASHED. (rm News 
: Zen rou 
vx t, ladies 
You write Pindarics ! and be d- d, ev Ty v 
Write epigrams for cutlers : once tl 
None with thy nonſenſe will be amm d hey'll ne 
But chambermaids and butlers. f t ſpite « 
In t'other world expett dry blows, ſcribbli 
No tears ſhall wipe thy flains out: d execu 


Horace ue thee by the noſe, pollo, w 


And Pindar beat thy brains out. ; ich ſofte 

T. BROWN to r. d'un en wh. 

ore com 

HAT I thus proſtitute my muſe ch vene 

On theme ſo low, may gain excuſe; dints out 
When following motives ſhall be thought on, t Zany 
Which -has this doggrel fury brought on. ve, fire, 
I'm call'd in honour to protect eak, fr: 
The fair, when treat with diſreſpect ; etendin 
ides, a zeal tranſports my ſoul, ' affront 
Which no conſtraint can eter controul ; ake pri 
In ſervice of the government, It while 
To draw my pen and ſatyr vent, all they 
Againſt vile mungrels of Parnaſſus, They v 
Who through impunity opprels us. ark ſenf 
Tis to correct this ſcribbling crew, ithout 
Who, as in former reigns, ſo now | the w' 
Torment the world, and load our time Nen chor 
With jargon cloth'd in wretched rhyme, bey eri 
Diſgrace of numbers ! earth ! I hate them: eſire of 
And as they merit, fo I'll treat them. nd rhyr 
And, fill, theſe ill · bred things I laſh, en hur 
That hated authors of the traſh, eir ſer: 
In public ſpread with little wit, ther th 
Much malice, rude and bootleſs ſpite, he plagt 
Aginſt the ſex, who have no arms, nthink1 
To ſhield them from inſulting harms, ad raiſe 


pop Ms. 
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cept the lightning of their eye, 
hich none but ſuch blind dolts defy. 
ren'rous war! t' attack the fair: : 
t, ladies, fear not, ye're the care 
ey'ry wit of true deſcent, 
once their ſong and ornament : 
hey'll ne*'er negle& the lovely crowd; 
t ſpite of all the multitude 
{cribbling fops, aſſert your cauſe, 
dexecute Apollo's laws : 
pollo, who the bard inſpires 
ich ſofteſt thoughts and divine fires ; 
han whom, on all the earth, there's no man 
ore complaiſan: to a fine woman. 
ch veneration, mixt with love, 
pints out a poet from above: 
| t Zany's void of ſenſe and merit, 
ve, fire, or fancy, wit, or ſpirit: 
eak, frantic, clowniſh, and chagreen, 
ctending, prompt by zealous ſpleen, 
' affront your head - dreſs, or your bone-fence, 
ake printers” preſſes groan with nonſenſe, 
it while Sol's offspring lives, as ſoon 
all they pull down his fiſter moon. 
They with low incoherent ſtuff, 
ark ſenſe, or none, lines lame and rough; 
ithout a thought, air, or addreſs, 
| the waole loggerhead confeſs. 
om clouded notions in the brain, 
bey \-Tibble in a cloudy ſtrain; 
eſire of verſe they reckon wit, 
nd rhyme without one grain of it. 
en hurry forth in public town 
tir ſcrawls, leſt they ſhould be unknown. 
ther than want a fame, they chuſe 
he plague of an infamous muſe. 
nthinking, thus the ſots aſpire, 


add raiſe their own reproach the bigh'r ; 
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By meddling with the modes and faſhions 
Of women of politeſt nations, 
Perhaps by this they'd have it told us, 


That in their ſpirit ſomething bold is, , 


To challenge thoſe who have the ſkill, 
y charms to fave, and frowns to kill. 
If not ambition, then tis ſpite 
Which makes the puny inſedds write. 
Like old and mouldy maids turn'd ſour, 
When diſtant charms have lcſt their pow'r, 
Fly out in loud tranſports of paſſion, 
When ought that's new comes firſt in faſhion ; 
Till by degrees it creeps right ſnodly 
On hips and head-dreſs of the g. 
Thus they to pleaſe the ſighing ſiſters, 
Who often beet them in their miſters, 
With their malicious- breath ſet ſail, 
And write theſe filly things they rail. 
Pimps! ſuch as you, can ne'er extend 
A flighr of wit, which may amend 
Our morals; that's a plot too nice 
For you, to laugh folks out of vice. 
Sighing, „Oh hey!“ ye cry, Alas! 
This tardingale's a great diſgrace !”? 
And all indeed, becauſe an ancle, 
Or foot is ſeen, might monarchs mancle; 
nd makes the wikk with face upright, 
Look up, and bleſs heav'n for their fight. 
In your opinion nothing matches, 
O horrid fin ! the crime of patches 
*Tis falſe, ye clowns ; I'll mak't appear, 
The glorious ſun does patches wear: 
Lea, run thro? all the frame of nature, 
You'll find a patch for ev'ry creature: 
Ev'n you yourſelves, ye black*ned wretches, 
To Heliconians are the patches. 


78 Beet them in their miſters.] Oblige them upon 
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But grauc that ladies modes were ills 
o be reform'd ; your creeping {kills, 100 
— e rhymers, never wou'd ſucceed, 
Vho write what the polite ne'er read, 
To cure an error of the fair, 
emands the niceſt prudent care; 
Vit utter'd in a pleaſant ſtrain, 105 
point ſo delicate may gain: 
But that's a taſk as far above 
our ſhallow reach, as I'm from Jove. 
* No more then let the world be vex'd 
With baggage empty and perplex'd: 110 
But learn to 1peak with due reſpect 
Df Peggie's breaſts and ivory neck. 
uch purblind eyes as yours, tis true, 
hou'd ne'er ſuch divine heautics view, 
f Nellie's hoop be twice as wide 115 
her two pretty limbs can ſtride ; 
Vhat then! will any man of ſenſe 
ake umbrage, or the leaſt offence, 
u what even the moſt modeſt may 
xpoſe to Phœbusꝰ brighteſt ray? 120 
Does not the handſome of our city, 
he pious, chaſte, the kind and witty, 
Tho can afford it, great and ſmall, 
legard well ſhapen fardingale? 
Ind will you, magpyes, make a noiſe? 125 
ou grumble at the lady's choice ! 
ut leav't to them, and mothers wiſe, 
Vho-watch'd their conduct, mien, and guiſe, 
"+ o ſhape their weeds as fits their caſe, | 
nd place their patches as they pleaſe. 130 
his ſhou'd be granted without grudging, 
28, ince we all know they're beſt at judging, 
hat from mankind demands devotion, 
| geſture, garb, free airs, and motion. 
them up Put you! unworthy of my pen! 135 
„ to be clals d witli men | 
Vol. I. 
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Haſte to Caffar, ye clumſy ſots, 

And there make ſove to Hottentots. 
Another ſet with ballads waſte 

Our paper, and debauch our taſte 

With endleſs larms on the ſtreet, 

Where crowds of circling rabble meet. 

The vulgar judge of poetry, 

By what theſe hawkers ſing and cry ; 

Yea, ſome who claim to wit amiſa, 

Cannot diſtinguiſh that from this. 

Hence poets are accounted now, 

In Scotland, a mean empty crew, 


Whoſe heads are craz d, who ſpend their 1 time 


In that poor wretched trade of rhyme; 

Yet all the-learn'd diſcerning part 

Of mankind own the heav'nly art 

Is as much diftant from ſuch traſh, 

As lay'd Dutch coin from ſterling caſh. 
Others in lofty nonſenſe write, 

Incomprehenſible” s their flight ; 

Such magic pow'r is in their pen, 

They can beſtow on worthleſs men 

More virtue, merit, and renown, 

Than ever they cou'd call their own. 

They write with _—_— 22 

And pity *tis they ſnou'd fall lower; 

Or ſtoop to truth, or yet to meddle 

With common ſenſe, for crambo diddle. 
But none of all the rhyming herd 

Are more encourag'd and rever'd, 

By heavy ſouls to theirs ally'd, 

Than ſuch who tell who lately dy'd. 

No ſooner is the ſpirit flown 

From its clay cage, to lands unknown, 

Than ſome raſh hackney gets his name, 

And thro” the town laments the ſame : 

An honeſt burgeſs cannot die, 

But they muſt weep in elegy: 
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Ev'n when the virtuous foul is foaring 
Thro* middle air, be hears it roaring. 

Theſe ills, and many more abuſes, 
Which plague mankind and vex the muſes, 
On pain of poverty ſhall ceaſe, 
And all the fairſhall-live in peace: 
And every one ſhall die contented, 
Happy when not by them lamented, 
For great Apollo, in his name, 
Has order'd me thus to proclaim :— 

« Foraſmuch as a grov'ling crew, 
With narrow mind, and brazen brow, 
Wou'd fain to poets” title mount, 
And with vile maggots rub affront 
On an old virtuoſo nation, 
Where our lov'd Nine maintain their ſtation ; 
We order ſtrict, that all refrain 
To write, who learning want, and brain; 
Pedants, with Hebrew roots o'er-grown, 
Learn'd in each language but their own. 
Each ſpiritleſs half-{tarving ſinner, 
Who knows not how to get his dinner ; 
Dealers in ſmall ware, clinks, Wwhim-Wwhams, 
Acroſtics, puns, and anagrams; 
And all who their productions grudge, 
To be canvaſt by ſkilful judge ; 
Who can find out indulgent trip, 

Whilſt 'tis in harmleſs manuſcript. 
165% But to all them who diſobey, 

5 And jog on ſtill in their own way; 
0 Be't kend to all men that our will is, 
Since all they write ſo wretched ill is, 
They muſt diſpatch their ſhallow ghoſts, 
To Pluto's jakes, and take their polls ; 
There to attend, till Dis ſhall deign 
To uſe their works; the uſe is plain.” 1 

Now know, ye ſcoundrels, if ye ſtand 
To humph and ha at 1 
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The Furies have prepar'd a halter, 

To hang, or drive ye helter ſkelter, 

Through bogs and muirs, like rats and mice, 
Purſu'd with hunger, rags, and lice, 

If e'er ye dare again to crook, 

And god of harmony provoke : | 
Wherefore purſue ſome craft for bread, 
Where hands may better ſerve than head; 
Nor ever hone in verſe to ſhine, 

Or ſhare in Homers's fate or —. 
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CONTENT: To low 

A POEM. Of ſolid 

| Enlarg 
Content is wealth, the riches of the mind ; The TIC 
A train 


And happy be who can that treaſure find + p 
But the baſe miſer flarwes amidſi bis ſtore, And to 


Broods on his gold, and gripping fill for more, 5 Hail 
Sits ſadly pining, and believes le poor. Ho 
DRYDEN, TEES 

And m 

: Silen 
Virtue was taught in verſe, and Athen's glory roſe. Experi 
. Retail 
What 


Wr genial beams wade thro' the dewy morn, IThus ! 
And from the clod invite the ſprouting corn; I Pirſt 
When chequer'd green, wing'd muſic, new blown ſcenti All mc 


Conſpir'd to ſoothe the mind, and pleaſe each ſenſe, I Not ra 


Then down a ſhady haugh I took my way, = Mid: 
PF elighted with each flow'r and budding ſpray; With e 
Muſing on all that hurry, pain, and ſtrife, Meagr 
Which flow from the fantaſtic ills of life; If win 
Enlarg*dFrom ſuch diſtreſſes of the mind, If dogs 


Due gratitude to heav'n my thoughts refin d, He (we 


111 


228 


' POEMS, 


6 
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nd made me in the laughing ſage's way, 
is a mere farce the murm'ring world ſurvey; 
Finding imagin'd maladies abound, 

'enfold for one, which gives a real wound. 
Godlike is he whom no Falſe fears annoy, 
Who lives content, and graſps the preſent joy ; 
Vhoſe mind is not with wild convulſions rent, 
Of pride, and avarice, and diſcontent : 
Whoſe well-train'd paſſions, with a pious awe, 
Are all ſabordinate to reaſon's law: 
Then ſmooth Content ariſes like the day, 
And makes each rugged phantom fly away. 
To loweſt men ſhe gives a lib'ral ſhare 
Of ſolid bliſs; ſhe mitigates our care, 
Enlarging joys, adminiſtering health ; 


15 


20 


25 


The rich man's pleaſure, and the poor man's wealth; 


A train of comforts on her nod attend, 
And to her ſway profits and honours bend, 


Hail, bleſt Content! who art by Heav'n defign'd 


Parent of health and cheerfulneſs of mind: 
derene Content ſhall animate my ſong, 


30 


And make th' immortal numbers ſmooth and ſtrong. 


Silenus, thou whoſe hoary beard and head 
Experience ſpeak, and youth's attention plead; 
Retail thy gather'd knowledge, and diſcloſe 
What ſtate of life enjoys the moſt repoſe. 

Thus! addreſt—And thus the ancient bard 
« Firſt, ta no ſtate of life fix thy regard. 

All mortals may be happy, if they pleaſe, 
Not rack'd with pain or lingering diſeaſe. 

Midas, the watch, wrapt in his patched rags, 
With empty paunch, fits brooding o'er his bags; 
Meagre his look, his mind in — — fright, 

If winds but move his windows in the wgh ; 
If dogs ſhould bark, or but a mouſe make din, 
He ſweats and ſtarts, and thinks the thief's got in 
G 3 
11 Laughing Sage.] Demacritns, 
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His ſleep forſakes him till the dawn appears, 


ſeav'] 


Which every thing but ſuch a caitiff cheers: he h. 
It gives him pain to buy a farthing light: Befool 
He jums at home in darkneſs all the night. lt 1; I. 
What makes him manage with ſuch cautions pain? lis eq 
*T would break a ſum; a farthing ſpent fo vain ! Ster. 
If &er he's pleas'd, tis when ſome needful man The te 
Gives ten per cent. with an inſuring pawn ; The pi 
Tho' he's provided in as much would ſerve Home 


ne be 
And ni 


Whole Neſtor's years, he ever fears to ſtarve. 
Tell him of alms; alas! he'd rather chuſe 

Damnation, and the promis'd bliſs refuſe.“— A du 
* And is there ſuch a wretch beneath the ſun?“— labs! 
« Yes,” he return'd, “ thouſands inſtead of one, 60 }Moor P 
To whom Content is utterly unknown.“ Vho c 


& Are all the rich men ſuch P”—He anfwer'd, © No, The 
Marcus hath wealth, and can his wealth beſtow Vith x 
Upon himſelf, his friends, and on the poor ; ok f 
Enjoys enough, and wiſhes for no more. Peep ſi 

Reverſe of theſe is he who braves the ſky, And al 
Curſing his Maker when he throws the die: ach n 
Gods, devils, furies, hell, heav'n, blood and wounds, Wis fr 
Promiſcuous flv in burſts of tainted founds: ho” ol 
He to perdition doth his ſoul bequeath, ho vi 
Yet 2 when he thinks of death. Ninn 
Except at game, he ne*er employs his thought, n trad, 
Till hiſs'd and pointed at—not worth a groat. ften e 
The deſp'rate remnant of a wy} eftate Vhilſt 
Goes at one throw, and points his gloomy fate; Wie fran 
He finds his folly now, but finds too late. 76 When t] 
I'll brooks my fondling maſter to be poor, he dif 
Bred up to nought but bottle, game, and whore. oth th 
How pitiful he looks without his rent ! hen h 
They who fly virtue, ever fly Content. is ſerv 

Now I beheld the ſage look'*d lets ſevere, Some 
Whilſt pity join'd his old ſatyric leer. 0 loac 
The weakly mind, ſaid he, is quickly torn: _ he laz 
Men are not gods, ſome frailties muſt be bern: ad all 
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3 ſeav'n's bounteous hand all in their turn abuſe; 
: e happieſt men at times their fate refuſe, 86 
zefool themſelves—and trump up an excuſe. 
Is Lucius but a ſubaltern of foot ? 
is pain? lis equal Gallus is a coronet. 
vain ! Sterilla ſhuns a goſſiping, and why? 90 
man The teeming mother fills her with envy. 
The pregnant matron's grief as much prevails, 
Nome of the children always ſomething ails: 
ve. ne boy is ſick, t' other has broke his head, 
nd nurſe is blam*d when little miſs is dead. 95 
* A ducheſs on a velvet couch reclin'd, 
22 Blabs her fair cheeks till ſhe is almoſt blind; 
f one, 60 Moor Phili's death the briny pearls demands, 
WY Vho ceaſes now to ſnarl, and lick her hands: 
'd, „ No, The politicians, who, in learn'd debates, roo 
tow Vith penetration carve out kingdoms fates, 5 
ok ſour, drink coffee, ſhrug and read gazettes. 
Deep funk in craft of ſtate their ſouls are loſt, 
„ And all their hopes depend upon the poſt: 
: ach mail that's due they curſe the contrair wind ; 
| wounds, Lis Rrange if this way men contentment find. 106 
| ho” old, their humours I am yet to learn, 
ho vex themſelves in what they*ve no concern. 
Ninny the glaring fop, who always runs 
ht, n tradeſmen's books, which makes the careful duns, 


. ften eber ten, to break his flumbcring reſt ; IIT 
'hilſt with their craving clamours he's oppreſt, | 

e frames excuſes till his cranny akes, 

hen thinks he juſtly damns the curſed ſneaks. 

he diſappointed dun, with as much ire, 115 

zoth threats and curſes till his breaſt's on fire; 

hen home he goes, and pours it on his houſe, 

W's ſervants ſuffer oft, and oft his ſpouſe. 

Some groan thro?” life amidſt a heap of cares, 

0 load with too much wealth their lazy heirs. 120 

he lazy heir turns all to ridicule, 


ad all his life proclaims his father fool : 


* 
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He toils in ſpending leaves a thread bare ſon, 
o ſcrape anew, as had his grandſire done. 
How is the fair Myrtilla's boſom fir'd, 123 
If Leda's ſable locks are more admir'd ; 
r Leda does her ſecret ſighs diſcharge, 
cauſe her mouth's a ſtraw-breadth, ah! too large.“ 
Thus ſung the fire, and left me to invite 
The ſeorching beams in ſome cool green retreat; 1 
Where gentle ſlumber ſeiz'd my weary'd brain, 
And mimic fancy op'd the following ſcene: 
Methought I ſtood upon a riſing ground, 
A ſplendid landſcape open'd all around, 130 
Rocks, rivers, meadows, gardens, parks, and woods, 
And domes which hide their turrets, in the clouds ; 
. me approach'd a nymph divinely fair, 
eleſtial virtue ſhone thro” all her air: 
A nymph for grace, her wiſdom more renown'd 13 
Adorn'd each grace, and both true valour crown'd. 
Around her heav'nly finiles a helmet blaz'd, 
And graceful as ſhe mov'd, a ſpear ſhe.gently rais'd. 
My ſight at firſt the luſtre ſcarce could bear, 
Her dazzling glories ſhone ſo ſtrong and clear : 
A majeſty ſublime with all that's ſweet, 143 
Did adoration claim, and love invite. 
I felt her wiſdom's charm my thoughts inſpire, 
Her dauntleſs courage ſet my ſoul on fire : 
The maid, when thus I knew, I ſoon addreſt, 
My preſent wiſhful thoughts the theme ſuggeſt; 150 
6 Of all th* ethereal pow'rs thou nobleſt maid, 
To human weakneſs lend'ſt the readieſt aid: 
To where Content and her bleſt train reſide, 
Immortal Pallas deign to be my guide.” 
With my requeſt well pleas'd, our courſe we bent, 
'To find he ARG of Content. 15 
Thro' fierce Bellona's tents we firſt advanc'd, 
Where cannons hounc'd, and nervous horſes pranc'd: 
Here ui & armi: ſat with dreadful awe | 
And daring front, to prop each nation's law; 160 
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lttending ſquadrons on her motions wait, 
rray d in deaths, and fearleſs of their fate. 
ere Chieftain ſouls glow'd with as great a fire, 
s his who made the world but one empire. 
ven in low ranks hrave ſpirits might be found, 165 
ho wanted nought of monarchs but a crown. 
„it ah! ambition ſtood a foe to peace, 
o large. haking the empty fob and ragged fleece; 

Vhich were more hideous to theſe ſons of war, 5 
eat; L30Whan brimſtone, ſmoke, and ſtorms of bullets are. ; 
un, Here,“ ſaid my guide, * Content is rarely found, 171 , 

There blood and noiſy jars beſet the ground.“ 

Trade's wealthy warehouſe next fell in our way, 
here in great bales part of each nation lay; 

woods, rue Spaniſh citron, and Heſperia's oil, 175 
erſia's ſoft product, and the Chineſe toil ; 

arm Borneo's ſpices, Arab's ſcented gum, 

he Poliſh amber, and the Saxon mum ; 

The Orient pearl, Holland's lace and toys. 

ind tinſy work, which the fair nun employs ; 180 

rom India ivory, and the clouded cane; 

nd cochineal from ſtraits of Magellan. 

e Scandinavian roſin, hemp, and tar; 

he Lapland furs, and Ruſſia's caviare; 

he Gallic puncheon charg'd with ruoy juice, 135 

Vhich makes the hearts of gods and men rejoice: 


re, Britannia here pours from her plenteous horn, 
Her ſhining mirrors, clock-work, cloaths, and corn. 
"a Here Cent per Cents ſat poring o'er their books, 
0 * 15 While many ſhew'd the bankrupts in their looks, 
* ho by miſmanagement their flock had ſpent, 191 
| Curs'd theſe hard times, and blam'd the government: 
, The miſſive letter, and peremptor bill, 

A Forbade them reſt, and call'd forth all their ſkill: 


Uncertain credit bore the ſceptre here, 

4 And her prime miniſters were Hope and Fear. 
N The ſurly chufs demanded what we ny; 5 
Content, ſaid I, « may ſhe with gold be bought? 


r ; 
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Content!“ ſaid one, then ſtar'd and bit his thumb, Mhiloſop! 
And leering afk'd, If I was worth a plum. z0 diner 

Love's fragrant fields, where mildeſt weſtern gales hen ſtr 
Loaden with ſweets, perfume the hills and dales ; y Socra 
Where longing lovers haunt the ſtreams and glades, Wnprovec 
And cooling groves, whoſe verdure never fades : engther 
Thither with joy and haſty ſteps we ſtrode, 20 iro” th 
There ſure I thought our long' d-for bliſs abode. njoy'd | 
Whom firft we met on that enchanted plain, | pitchy 
Was a tall yellow-hair'd young penſive ſwain ; Vhere p 
Him I addreſt,.—“ O youth! what heavenly power be ug! 
Commands and graces yon Elyſian bower ? 2l ightful 
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Sure tis Content, elſe much I am deceiv'd.”” 
The ſhepherd figh'd, and told me that I rav'd; 
4% Rare ſhe appears, unleſs on ſome fine day 
She grace a nuptial, but ſoon haſtes away : 
If her you feek, ſoon hence you muſt remove, 215 
Her preſence is precarious in love.“ 

Thro? theſe and other ſhrines we wander'd long, 
Which merit no deſcription in my ſong : 
Till at the laſt, methought we caſt our eye 
Upon an antique temple, ſquare and high, 220 
Its area wide, its fpire did pierce the ſky; 
On adamantine Doric pillars rear'd, 
Strong Gothic work the maſſy pile appear'd ; 
Nothing ſeem'd little, all was great detign'd, 24 
Which pleas'd the eye at once, and fill'd the mind. 
Whilſt wonder did my curious thoughts engage, 
To us approach'd a ſtudious rev'rend ſage: 
Both awe and kindneſs his grave afpe&t bore, 
Which ſpoke him rich with wiſdom's fineſt ſtore. - 
He aſk'd our errand there,—Straight I reply'd, id wh: 
« Content, in theſe high f wp ſhe bende ature's 
« Not far from hence, ſaid he, © her | ſtands; ¶ Amidſ 


Ours ſhe regards, as we do her demands; he arc} 
or ſcris 
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hilofophy ſuſtains her peaceful ſway, 
nd inꝭ return ſhe feaſts us every day.” 235 


ern gales ben ftraight an ancient teleſcope he brought, 

es; y Socrates and Epictetus wrought. 

glades, Nuproved ſince, made eaſier to the ſight, 

les: engthen'd the tube, the glaſſes ne more bright ; 
hro' this he ſhew'd a hill, whoſe lofty brow 240 

de. njoy' d the fun, while vapours all below, | 


| pitchy clouds, encircled it around, | 
Y Vhere phantoms of moſt horrid forms abound ; 
power Wl te ugly brood of lazy ſpleen and fear, 


21Mrighttul in ſhape, moſt monſtrous appear. 245 
hen thus my guide, 
'd; Your way lies through yon gloom, be not aghaſt, 


ome briſkly on, you'll jeſt them when they're paſt; 
lere empty ſpectres, harmleſs as the air, ; 
hich merit not your notice, leſs your care.” 256 
ncourag*d with her word, I thus addreſt 
y noble guide, and grateful joy expreſt : 
0 Bered wiſdom! thine's the ſource of light, 
ſithout thy blaze the world wou'd grope in night; 
220 wo and bliſs thou only art the teſt ; 255 
alſchood and truth before thee ſtand confeſt : 
hou mak'ſt a double life; one nature gave, 
. ut without thine, what is it mortals have? 
zu breathing motion grazing to the grave.“ 


mind. Now thrbugh the damps methought we boldly went, 


ge, billing at all the grins of Diſcontent ; ; 261 
bo” oft pull'd back, the riſing ground we gain'd, 
4 Miſt inward joy my weary d limbs ſuſtain d. 
tore. rriv'd the height, whoſe top was large and plain, 
, nd what appear'd ſoon recompens'd my pain, 26 T 
le? ature's whole beauty deck'd th* enamell'd ſcene. 


: ſtands; ¶ Amidſt the glade the facred palace ſtood, 
| he architecture not ſo fine as good; i 
or ſcrimp, nor gouſty, regular and plain, 
lam were the 4 which the roof ſuſtain; 270 
n eaſy greatneſs in the whole was found, 
here all that nature wanted did abound ; 
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But here no beds are ſcreen'd with rich brocade, 
Nor fuel- logs in filver grates are laid ; 
No broken China bowls diſturb the joy 27 
Of waiting handmaid, or the running boy; 
Nor in the cupboard heaps of plate are rang'd, 
To be with each ſplenetic fafhion chang'd. 
A weather-beaten ſentry watch'd the gate, 
Of temper crols, and practis'd in debate: 2 
Till once acquaint with him, no entry here, 
Tho' brave as Cæſar, or as Helen fair; 
To ſtrangers fierce, but with famlliars tame, 
And Touchſtone Diſappointment was his name. 
This fair inſcription ſhone above the gate, 2 
« Fear none but Him whoſe will directs thy fate.” 
With ſmile auſtere he lifted up his head, 
Pointed the characters, and bid us read. 
We did, and ſtood reſoly'd. The gates at laſt 
d of their own accord, and in we paſt. 1 
Each day a herald, by the Queen's command, 
Was order'd on a mount to take his ſtand, 
And thence to all the earth this offer make: 
& Who are inclin'd her favours to partake, 
Shall have them free, if they fmall rubs can bear 2 
Of diſappointment, ſpleen, and bug-bear fear. 
Rais'd on a throne within the outer-gate, 
The goddeſs fat, her vot'ries round her wait; 
The beautiful divinity diſclos'd 
Sweetneſs ſublime, which rougheſt cares compos d: 
Her looks ſedate, yet joytul a, ſerene, - k 
Not rich her dress, but ſuitable and clean; 
Unfurrow'd was her brow, her cheeks were ſmooth, 
Tho? old as time, enjoy d immortal youth; 
And all her accents fo harmonious flow'd, J 
That every liſt'ning ear with pleaſure glow'd, 
An olive garland on her head the wore, 
And her right hand a cornucopia bore. 
Croſs Touchſtone fill'd a benck without the door, 
To try die kerling of cack hun. au ore: = 
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rim judge he was, and them away he ſent, 

ſnfit t' approach the ſhrine of calm Content. 

To him a hoary dotard, load with bags; 

Inwieldy load ! to one who hardly drags 

lis being. More than ſeventy years, ſaid he, 315 
've ſought this court, till now untound by me : 

(ow let me reſt. Yes, if ye want no more; 2 


de 7 


al 


ut e er the ſun has made his annual tour, ſpow'r.” 
now, grov'ling wretch, thy wealth's without thy 
he thoughts of death, and ceaſing from his gain, 320 
rought on the old man's head ſo ſharp a pain, 

kich dimm'd his optic nerves, and with the light 


e loſt the palace, and crawl'd back to night. 

. Dor gripping thing, how uſeleſs is thy breath, 

fate.” nile nothing's ſo much long'd for as thy death? 

ow meauly haſt thou ſpent thy leaſe of years? 326 

ſlave to poverty, to toils and fears ; 

At nd all to vie with ſome bleak rugged hill, 
hoſe rich contents millions of cheſts can fill. 

and, round the greedy rock clings to the mine, 330 
nd hinders 1t in open day to ſhine, 
ill diggers hew it from the ſpar's embrace, 
aking it circle, ſtampt with Czfar's face; 

bear 2?Wdolit thou hoard, and from thy prince purloin 

ar.” is uſeful unage, and thy country coin; 335 
ll gaping heirs have freed th' impriſon'd ſlave, 

3 hen to their comtort thou haſt fill'd a grave. 


The next, who with a janty air approach'd, 
d: . 3 FP 
mpos d: Wis a gay youth, who thither had been coach'd ; 
3W<k were his Flanders mares, his liv'ries fine, 349 
5 ich glittering gold his furniture did ſhine. | 
ſmooth, Ire ſuch metbooght, may enter when they pleaſe, 


; ho have all thefe appearances of eaſe. 
Futting he march'd, nor any leave he crav'd, 
5d, temp't to paſs, but found himſelf deceiv'd. 345 


a Touchſtone gave him on the breaſt a box, 
nich op'd the {Juices of a latent pox ; 


e door, en bid his equipage in haſte depart. . 
pouch lock d at them with a tainting heart ; 
ol. I. II 
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He found he could not walk, and bid them flay; 350 Now 
Swore three cramp oaths, mounted and wheePd away, wo 


The Pow'r expreſs'd herſelf thus with a ſmile: The 


« "Theſe changing ſhadows are not worth our while; Whill 
With ſmalleſt trifles oft their peace is torn, Ar 
If here at night, they rarely wait the morn.“ 3% With: 

Another beau, as fine, but more vivace, alms 
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Whoſe airs fat round him with an eafy grace, 
And well-bred motion, came up to the gate, 
I loy'd him much, and trembl'd for his fate. 
The ſentry broke his clouded cane—he ſmil'd, 36 
Got fairly in, and all our fears beguiPd. 

The cane was ſoon renew'd which had been broke, 
And thus the Virtue to the circle ſpoke: 


« Each thing magnificent or gay we grant, ind fp; 
To them who're capable to bear their want.” Mere 

Two handſome toafts came next, them well I knee Two 
Their lovely make the Court's obſervance drew; zamali 
Three waiting maids attended in the rear, But ſoo! 
Each loaden with as much as ſhe cou'd bear: ith fa 
One mov'd beneath a load of filks and lace; 31/F-0vi0us 
Another bore the off-ſets of the face; Their ce 
But the moſt bulky burden of the three, Back wat 


Was her's who bore th” utenfils of Bohea. n the | 
My mind indulgent in their favour pled, 

Hoping no oppeſition would be made; 31 | 
So mannerly, fo ſmooth, ſo mild their eye, The god. 
Enough almoſt to give Content envy: ind ſent 
But foon I found my error; the bold judge, Ur in ſo 
Who acted as if prompted by ſome grudge, __. ere wi 
Them thus ſaluted with a hollow tone: 1 Now a 
« You're none of my acquaintance, get you gone; Ind clou 


What loads of trump'ry theſe? —ha, where's my crolf he wind 


II try if theſe be ſolid ware, or boſs: hich w 
The China felt the fury of his blow, xhal'd t. 
And loſt a being, or for uſe or ſhow; Nuo croy 
For uſe or ſhew no more's each plate or cup, umbers 


But all in ſureds upon the threſhold Grop. * new-w 
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ay; 3 Now every charm which deck'd their face before, 
bd away, Give 2 to rage, and beauty is no more. 
hs The briny ſtream their roſy cheeks beſmear'd, 390 
r while; Whilſt they in clouds of vapours diſappear'd. 

- | Aruſtic hind, attir'd in home-ſpun gray, 
With forked locks, and ſhoes bedaub'd with clav ; 
alms ſhod with horn, his front freſh, brown, and broad, 
With legs and ſhoulders fitted for a load ; 395 
He mid ten bawling children laugh'd and ſung, 
; ile conſort Hobnails on the pavement rung; 
d, z p to the porter unconcern'd he came, 

| woug along his offspring and their dame, 399 


| 355 


broke, Nroſs Touchitone ſtrove to ſtop him, but the clown 
\t handy-cuffs him match'd, and threw him down; 
\nd ſpite of him, into the palace went, 

7 Where he was kindly welcom'd by Content. 

ell 1 knew} Two Buſbian philoſophs put in their claims, 
zamaliel and Critis were their names; 405 


1 pak But ſoon's they had our Britiſh Homer ſeen, 

| ich face unruffl'd, waiting on the Queen, 

avious hate their ſurly boſoms fir d, 

Their colour changed, they from the porch retir'd ; 

backward they went, reflecting with much rage 

Dn the bad taſte and humour of the age, 411 

hich paid ſo much reſpect to nat'ral parts, 

hile they were ſtarving graduates of arts. 

The goddeſs fell a laughing at the fools, 

ind ſent them packing to their grammar- ſchools; 

Ur in ſome garret elevate to dwell, 416 

There with Siſyphian toil to teach young beaux to ſpell. 
Now all this while a gale of eaſtern wind 

ind cloudy ſkies oppreſt the human mind; 419 

s my crolf he wind tet weſt, back'd with the radiant beams, 

hich warm'd the air, and danc'd upon the ſtreams, 

xhal'd the ſpleen, and ſooth'd a world of fouls, 

Who crowded now the avenue in ſhoals. 

umbers in black, of widowers, relicts, heirs, 

f new-wed lovers many handſome pairs; 425 
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Men landed from abroad, from camps and ſeas ; 
Others got through ſome dangerous diſeaſe; 
A train of belles adorn'd with ſomething new, 
And even of ancient prudes there were a few, 

Who were refreſh'd with ſcandal and with tea, 435 
Which for a ſpace ſet them from vapours free. 
Here from their cups the lower ſpecies flockt, 
And knaves with bribes and cheating methods ſtockt. 

The Pow'r ſurvey'd the troop, and gave command 
They ſhould no longer in the entry ſtand. 4 
But be convey'd into Chimera's tow'r, | 
There to attend her pleaſure for an hour. 
Soon as they enter'd, apprehenſion ſhook 
Tho fabric, fear was fixt on-every look; 
Old age and poverty, diſeaſe, difgrace, 44 
With horrid-grin, ſtar'd full in every face, 
Which made them, trembling at their unknown fate, 
Iſſue in haſte out by the poſtern gate. 

None waited out their hour but only two, 
Who had, been wedded friteen years ago. 44 
The man had learn'd the world, and fixt his mind; 
His ſpouſe was cheerful, beautiful, and kind; 

She neither fear d the ſhock, nor phantom's ſtare; 
She 2 her huſband wiſe, and knew that he 
there. 
Now while the court was fitting, my fair guide 
Into a fine Elyſium me convey'd; 
I ſaw, or thought I ſaw, the ſpacious fields 
Adorn'd with all prolific nature yields, 
. Profuſely rich with her moſt valu'd ſtore ; 
But as m' enchanted fancy wander'd- o'er 
The happy plain, new beauties ſeem'd to riſe, 
The fields were fled, and all was painted fries. 
. Pleas'd for a while, I wiſh'd the — ſcene; 
Straight all return'd, and eas d me of my pain. 
Again the flow'ry meadows pans; 40 
And hills and groves their ſtately ſummits rear; 
Theſe fink again, and rapid rivers flow; m/ 
Next from the rivers cities ſeem to grow. 
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dome time the fleeting ſcene I had forgot, 464 
as; In buſy thought entranc'd ; with pain I fought, 


o know the hidden charm; ftraight all was fled, 
nd boundleſs heav'ns o'er boundleſs oceans ſpread : 
mpatient I obteſt my noble guide, 
Reveal this wond'rous ſecret.” —She reply'd: 
© We carried on what greatly we deſign'd, 470 
Vhen all theſe human follies you reſign'd, 
mbition, lux' ry, and a cov'tous mind: 
et think not true Content can thus be bought, 
here's wanting ſtill a train of virtuous thought. 
When me your leader 5 you chuſe, 475 
nd liſt' ning to my counſel, didſt refuſe 
Fantaſtic joys, your ſoul was thus prepar'd 

or true tt - and thus I do reward 
our gen'rous toil. Obſerve this wond'rous clime : 
Of natnre's bleſſings here are hid the prime; 480 
But wiſe and virtuous thought in conſtant courſe, 
luſt draw theſe beauties from their hidden ſource; 


5 he ſmalleſt intermiffions will transform 
. The pleaſant ſcene, and ſpoil each perfect charm. 
is mind; WTis ugly Vice will rob you of Content, 485 
d; und to your view all helliſh woes preſent ; 
s ftare; Nor grudge the cate in virtue you employ, 
hat he our — toil will prove your future ſoy; 
N Then ſmil'd ſhe heav'nly ſweet, and parting ſaid, 
uidle lold faſt your virtuous mind, of nothing be afraid.“ 
1 A while the charming voice fo fill'd my ears, 491 
priey'd the divine form no more appears: 
Ihen to confirm my yet unſteady mind, 
Inder a lonely ſhadow | reclin'd, 

o try the virtues of the clime I ſought ; 495 
riſes Then ſtraight call'd up a train of hideous thought; 
kies. amine, and blood, and peſtilence appear, 
ene; 11d ſhrieks and loud laments diſturb mine ear; 


pain. New woes and horrors did my ſight alarm, 
y and Hate compos'd the wretched charm. geo 
rear; H ; 
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Soon as 4 ſaw, I dropt the hateful view, 


Sand. 
And thus I ſought paſt pleaſures to renew. That's 
To heav*nly love my thoughts I next compoſe, ur loſs 
Then quick as thought the following ſights diſcloſe : Wdic, th 
Streams, meadows, grottos, groves, birds. carrolling; X,. 
Calmnefs, and temp'rate warmth, and endleſs ſpring; Ot 
A perfect tranſcript of theſe upper bow'rs, e gods 
The habitation of the immortal pow'rs. Hake th 
Back to the palace raviſhed I went, bear 
Reſolved to reſide with bleſt Content; zu better 
Where all my ſpecial friends methought I met, r houn 
In order mongſt the beſt of mankind ſet ; lyth at 
My ſoul, with too much pleaſure overcharg'd, cartſon 
The captiv'd ſenſes to their poſt enlarg'd; Sand. 
Lifting mine eyes I view'd declining day, id, wi 
Sprang from the green, and homeward bent my way || mm: 
Reflecting on that hurry, pain, and ftrife, 0 hear 
Which flow from falſe and real ills of life. oy ſwe 
wim 
— 5e — itry th 
-RICHY AND SAND“: * wg. 
al ED 
A PASTORAL, 3 Edie 
On the Death of JosErH AppisoN, Eſq ' xt g 
Richy. 0 2 
WW #47 gars thee look ſae dowf, dear Sandy, ſay! Wh. man 
Cheer up, dull fellow, take thy reed and play chile B. 
My apron dearyg——or lome wanton time; Well me 
Be merry, lad, and keep thy heart aboon. lt fans, 
Sand. Na, na, it winna do! leave me tomane; iy Nh ? 
This aught days twice o'er tell'd I'll whiſtle nane. WM... ch. 
Rich. Wow man, that's unco ſadl—Is't that ye'r jo Y 
Has ta'en the ſtrunt? Or has ſome bogle bo, 
Glowring frac mang auld waws gien ye a fleg? 27 Ho! 
Or has ſome dauted wedder broke his leg ?. 10 1 


* Richy and Sandy.] Sir Richard Stec and A. 37 San, 
ander Pope. 


e, 
lilcloſe: 
arrolling; 


is ſpring; 


Eſq. 


dy, ſay! 
nd play 
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Sand. Naithing like that, fic troubles eith were born; 
hat's bogles, wedders, or what's Maufy's ſcorn ? 
ur loſs is meikle mair, and paſt remead; 
die, that play d and ſang ſae ſweet, is dead. 
Rich. Dead! fay'ft thou: Oh! had up my heart, 
O Pan! Is 
e gods, what laids ye lay on feckleſs man! 
lake therefore, I canna wyt ve'r wae 
| bear ye company for year and day. 
better lad ne*er lean'd out o'er a kent, 
Jr e coly o'er the moſſy bent: 20 
lyth at the bought, how aft ha“ we three been; 
artſome on hills, and gay upon the green. 
Sand. That's true indeed! but now thae days are gane, 
nd, with him a' that's pleaſant on the plain. 
ſummer day I never thought it lang, 25 
o hear him make a roundel or a ſang, 
low ſweet he ſung, where vines and myrtles grow, 
f wimpling waters which in Latium flow, 
try the Mantuan herd, wha lang ſinſyne, 
ft fung on aiten reed the lover's pine, 30 
lad he been to the fore now in our days, 


7 Edie he had frankly dealt his bays, 


Ws lang's the warld ſhall Amaryllis Ken, 


s Roſamond ſhall echo thro” the glen ; ' 

Vhile on burn banks the yellow gowan grows, 35 
Dr wand' ring lambs rin bleating after ews, 

lis fame ſhall laſt ; laſt ſhall his ſang of weirs, 


WW bile Britiſh bairns brag of their bauld forbeas; 


Vell meikle mils his blyth and witty jeſt 
bt gun time, or at our Lammas feaſt. 40 
) Richy, but *tis hard that death ay rèaves 


way the beſt fouk, and the ill anes leaves. 


27 How ſweet ] His poetic piſtle from taly to the Earl 
Halifax, : 

34 Rofamond.] Ar opera wrote by bim 

37 Sang of WEIS.) His Campaign, an heroic Poem. 
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Hing down ye'r heads, ye hills, greet ont ye'r ſpring 

Upon ye'r edge nae maer the ſhepherd ſings. 
Rich, Then he had ay a good advice to gi'e, 

And kend my thoughts amaiſt as wiel as me; 


Had I been thowleſs, vext, or oughtlins ſour, - dog 
He wad hae made me blyth in haff an hour; 
Had Roſie ta'en the dorts——or had the tod 
Worry'd my lamb———or were my feet ill ſhod, Ver! 
Kindly he'd laugh, when ſac he ſaw me dwine, Sa 
And tauk of happineſs like a divine, is endl 
Of ilka thing he had an unco ſkill ; nd $01 
He kend he moon-light how tides ebb and fill; ichy a1 
He kend—what kend he no? E'en to a hair eng as 
He'd tell or night gin neiſt day wad be fair. he gra 
Blind John, ye mind, wha ſang in kittle phraſe, lourn { 
How the ill ſp'rit did the firſt miſchief raiſe ; or W O 
Mony a time, beneath the auld birk-tree, hy pic 
What's bonny in that ſang he loot me ſee. nce A 
The laſſes aft flang down their rakes and pails, Ive hir 
And held their tongues, O ſtrange! to hear his tales. hen h 
Sand. Sound be his ſleep, and ſaft his wak'ning be; ſeem”, 
He's in a better caſe than thee or me; ad pre 
He was o'er good for us; the gods hae ta'en (88 rac'd + 
Their ain but back—he was a borrow'd len: N COUNC 
Let us be good, gin virtue be our drift, hen lo 
Then may we yet forgether boon the lift. nd ſtil 
But fee the ſheep are wyſing to the cleugh ; le puſh 
Thomas has loos'd his ouſen frac the pleugh; Thus be 
Maggy by this has bewk the ſupper- ſcones; ne Ga 
- Andnuckle kye ſtand rowting on the loans: ho a: 
Come, Richy, let us truſe and hame o'er bend, rom t. 
And make the beſt of what we canna mend. | Nor 
oug 
57 Blind jobn.] The famous Mr. Milton, the auth or noi 
the excellent poem on Paradiſe Left, was blind. 50 on 
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TO. MR. ALLAN RAMSAY, © 
ON HIS RICHY AND SANDY, 
BY MR, BURCHET, 


AFL fare thee, Allan, who in mother tongue 
So ſweetly hath of breathleſs Addy ſung: 
is endleſs fame thy nat*ral genius fir d; 
nd wou haſt written as if he inſpir'd. 
ichy and Sandy, who do him turvive, 
ong as thy rural ſtanzas laſt, ſhall live: 

he grateful ſwains thou*'ſt made, in tuneful verſe, 
ſourn ſadly o'er their late—loſt patron's hearſe: 
(or would the Mantuan bard, it living, blame 

hy pious zeal, or think thou'ſt hurt his fame, 
ince Addiſon's inimitable lays ; 
Ave him an equal title to the bays. _ 
Vhen he of armies ſang, in lofty ſtrains, 

ſcem'd as if he in the hoſtile plains 

ad preſent been ; his pen hath to the life 

rac'd every action in the ſanguine ſtrife ; 
n council now ſedate the chief appears, 

hen loudly thunders in Bavarian ears; 

nd ſtill purſuing the deſtructive theme, 

le puſhes them into the rapid ſtream; 
Thus beaten out of Blenheim's 8 fields, 
The Gallic gen'ral to the victor yields, 

Vho as Britannia's Virgil hath obſerv'd, 

rom threaten'd fate all Europe then | non 

Nor doſt thou, Ramfay, ſightleſs Milton wrong, 


dy ought contain'd in thy melodious ſong ; 
or none but Addy could his thoughts ſublime 
do well unriddle, or his myſtic rhyme. 
nd when he deign'd to let his fancy rove 
Vhere ſun-burnt ſhepherds to the nymphs-make love, 
No one &er told in ſofter notes the tales 
rural pleaſures in the ſpangled vales. k 
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So much, O Allan ! I thy lines revere, 


ae me 


Such veneration to his mem'ry bear, e gen' re 
That I no longer could my thanks refrain ll I can 
or what thou'ſt ſung of he lamented ſwain. nd aft ii 
inding t 

SINGIN” ect Ade 

TO JOSIAH BURCHET, ESD. ha fell 

li flebili 


Tuazrmd for fame, at the Pierian ſpring 
The poet takes a waught, then ſeys to ſing 

Nature, and with the tentieſt view to hit 
Her bonny fide wi* bauldeſt turns o' wit. 
Streams (fide in verſe, in verſe the mountains riſe, 
When earth turns toom, he rummages the ſkies, 
Mounts up beyond them, paints the fields of reſt, 
Doups down to viſit ilka laigh- land ghaiſt. 
O hartiome labour! wordy time — pains, 
That, frac the beſt, eſteem and friendſhip gains. LIEL 
Be that my luck, and let the greedy bike 
Stock-job the world among them as they like. 

In blyth braid Scots allow me, Sir, to ſhaw 
My gratitude, but fleetching or a flaw. 
May routh of pleaſures light upon you lang, 130 


Till to the bleſt Elyſian bow'rs ye gang; FAM 


Wha've clapt my head ſae brawly for my ſang. Renc 
When honour'd Burchet and his maiks are pleas'd here's n 
Wi' my corn-pipe, up to the ſtarns Pm heez'd; 
Whence far I glowr to the fag-end df time, t may: 
And view the world delighted wi” my rhyme. 
That when the pride of ſpruſh new words are laid, WW. 
J, like the Claſſic authors, ſhall be read. | ba — 
Stand yont, proud Czar, I wadna niffer fame Then 1. 
Wi' thee, for a' thy furs and paughty name. 1 " 
It fic great ferlies, Sir, my — can do, ö nere 
As ſpin a three plait praiſe where it is due, "_ 
Frac me there's nane deſerves it mair than you. 
14 But fleetching.] But is frequently uſed for without 4 Tam 
i. e. without flatt ring, etre 7 Eaft Le 
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46 me! frae ilka ane; for ſure a breaſt 
e gen'rous is of a* that's good poſſeſt. 30 
ll can ſerve ye mair, I'. with y ye weel, 
1. nd aft in ſparkling claret drink your heal : 


inding the mem'ry of the great and good 
ect Addiſon, the wale of human blood, 


2. ha fell (as Horace anes ſaid to his billy), 

ulli flebitior quam tibi Vir pili, 
ng 

; Tur, &. 
ALLAN RAMSAY. 
, riſe, 
kies, * 
freſt FAMILIAR EPISTLES 
BETWEEN 


LIEUTENANT WILLIAM HAMILTON AND 
ALLAN KAMSAY, 
EPISTLE I. 


Gilberifield, June 26, 1719. 
FAM'D and celebrated Allan! 


ig. Renowned Ramſey, canty callan, 
leas'd here's nowther Highlandinan nor Lawlan, 
d; | In poctric, 

t may as ſoon dir g down Tamtallan | 4 
Ie. As match wi* thee. 
%s my For ten times ten, and that's a hunder, 
je Ne been made to gaze and wonder, 
| hen frac Parnaſſus chou didſt thunder, 

* W wit and ikill, 

herefore [I'll ſoberly knock under, 5 
* Aud quat my quill, 
- withol 4 Tamtallan a An old fortij.caiiou 40 de Frith of Forth 


2 aft Lethian P 
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Of "x the hail quinteſſence 
Thou haſt ſuck'd up, left nae excreſcence 
To petty poets, or ſic meſſens, 
a Tho? round thy ſtool 
They may pick crumbs, and lear ſome leſſons 
At Ramſay's ſchool, > 


Tho? Ben and Dryden of renown 
Were yet alive in London town, 
Like kings contending for a crown; 
Twad be a pingle, 
Whilk o' you three wad gar words ſound, 
And beſt to jingle. 


Transform'd may I be to a rat, 
Wer't in my pow'r, but I'd create 
Thee upo' ſight the laureat 

Of this our age, 
Since thou may ſt fairly claim to that 
As thy juſt wage. 


Let modern poets bear the blame 
Gin they reſpect not Ramſay's name, 
Wha ſoon can gar them greet for ſhame, 
| To their great lols ; 
And ſend them a' right ſneaking hame 
Be Weeping-crols. 


Wha bourds wi” thee had need be wary, 
And lear wi' ſkill thy thruſt to parry, 
When thou conſults thy dictionary 

Of ancient words, 


13 Tho' Ben.] The celebrated Den Johnſon. 

19 The laureat.]. | 
Scots Ramſay preſi d hard, and flurdily waunted, 
He'd fight for the laurel before he world <want it. 
But ritt Apollo, and cry d, Peace there, old file, 
Tour wit is obſcure to one half of the iſle. 
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Which come from thy poetic quarry, 
As ſharp as ſwords. 


Now tho? I ſhould baith reel and rottle, 
nd be as light as Ariſtotle, | 
: Ed*nburgh we fall ha'e a bottle 
Ot reaming claret, 
in that my haff· pay filler ſhottle, 
| Can ſafely ſpare it. 


At crambo then we'll rack our brain, 
on ilk dull care and aiking pain, 
ilk aften does our ſpirits drain 
Ot true content; 
o., wow! but we's be wonder fain, 
When thus acquaint, 


8 


Wi' wine we'll gargarize our craig, 
hen enter in a laſting league, 
cc of ill aſpect or intrigue; 
And, gin ye pleaſe it, 
ke princes when met at-the Hague, 
We'll folemnize it. 1 


Accept of this, and look upon it 
' favour, tho” poor I have done it; 
I conclude, and end my ſonnet, 
Who am moſt fully, | 
hile Ido wear a hat or bonnet, | 44 
|  Yourg—Wanten Willy, 
ol. I. I 


2 Ha #-pay.] Hr held bis commi ſi on Boncurabiy in my 
d Hyndford's regiment. © | 37 
And may the Har- obo Hine abeon 
nted, With bonour nice real merit, 
nt We Be to my frignd au pi. io eon, 
{4 tile, And cbariſb ay ſue fine 8 ſpiryts 
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_ POSFSCRIPF. n verſe 
By this my poſtſcript I incline 
To let ye ken my hail deſign fps 
Of ſic a lang imperfect line, ? 
N e y can} 
| Lies in this ſentence, 
To cultivate my dull engine "FO 
By your acquaintance. | 
Your anſwer therefore I expect, Wh 
And to your friend you may direct, \nd WM 
At Gilbertfield ; do not neglect, Vhere ] 
7 When ye have leiſure, * 
Which I'll embrace wi' great reſpect, * 
Aud perfect pleaſure. 25 
— May I 
ANSWER | zin of VC 
re ne? 
| Edinburgh, July 10, 1719. l 
Sox zx fa* me, witty, wanton Willy, Ind hit 
Gin blyth I was nae as a filly : 
Not a fow pint, nor ſhort-hought gilly, You 
Pres Or wine that's better, e's Bn 1 
Cou'd pleaſe ſac meikle, my dear Billy, Yer — 
| As thy kind letter. 
Before a lord and eik a knight, hen up 
In goſſy Don's be candle light, 
There firſt I ſaw't, and ca'd it right, To knit 
| f And the maiſt feck nd then 
Wha's ſeen't ſinſyne, they ca'd as tight 
f As hat on Heck. 
Ha, heh ! thought I. I canna fay ' 18 Ard 
But I may cock my vole the day, "ich he =, 
* 24 Stan 
Kilbarch, 


431 Galbertfiald.) N. Glaſgeu. 
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Dp FX. Hamilton the bald and gay 
Lends me a heezy, 


a verſe that ſlides ſae ſmooth away, 12 
Wiel tell'd and eaſy. 


dae roos'd by ane o' wiel kend mettle, 

lac ſma did my ambition pettle, 

ly canker'd critics it will nettle, 
And &en ſae be't: 

his month I'm ſure I winna ſettle, 16 
dae prond I'm wi't. 


When I begoud firſt to cun verſe, 
Ind cou'd your Ardry Whins rehearſe, 
Vhere Bonny Heck ran faſt and fierce, 
It warm' d my breaſt ; 


hen emulation did me pierce, 28 
Whilk ſince ne'er ceaſt. 


May I be licket wi' a bittle, 

in of your numbers I think little, 

cre never rugget, ſhan, nor kittle, 

©, 171). But blyth and gabby ; 

ind hit the ſpirit to a title, 24 
Of ſtandart Habby. 


Ye] quat your quill ! that were ill-willy, 
e's fing ſome mair yet, nill ye will ye, 
Yer meikle haining wad but ſpill ye, 
| And-gar ye four, 
hen up and war them à yet, Willy, 28 
*Tis in your pow'r. 


To knit up dollars in a clout, 
nd then to eard thent round about, 
I 2 


18 Ardry Whins.] The lafl word: of Bonny Fleck, of 


I * 
bich he 2vas author. 


24 Standart Habby.] The elegy on Habby Simpſon, piper 
&ilbarchang a kniſoed piece of its hind. 
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Syne to tell up, they dow na lout | 
| To lift the gear; 
The maliſon lights on that rout, 
Is plain and clear. 


The chiels d? London, Cam, and Ox, 
Ha'e rais'd up great poetic ſtocks 
Of Rapes, of Buckets, Sarks, and Locks, 
a | While we neglect 
To ſhaw their betters. 'This provokes 
| Me to reflect 


On the lear'd days of Gawn Dunkell ; 
Our country then a tale cou'd tell 
Europe had nane mair ſnack and ſnell 
1 At verſe or proſe ; 

Our kings, were poets too themſell, 
| Bauld and jocoſe. 


To Ed'nburgh, Sir, whene'er ye come, 
I'll wait upon ye, there's my thumb, 
Were't frac the gill-bells to the drum, 

And tak' a bout, 


And faith l hope we'll no fit dumb, 
Nor yet caſt out. 


37 Gawn Dun kell.] Gawn Doug luſe, brother to the E 
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n verſe, 


of Angus, Biſhop of Dunkell, who, beſides ſeveral original] Phou's þ 
p 8 


ems, bath left a moſt eat tranſlation of Virgil's Mels. 
40 Our kings. ] James the fin and fifth. 


43 Frae the gill-betts.} From balf an hour before ti 


4 Knig 


at noon, when the muſic-bells begin ia play, frequently 'called 4 

gill-bells, from peoples taling a wohetting dram at that “““ dex 
To the drum.] Ten o'clock at night, when the drum gocs 119 enjign 
to warn ſober folks to call for a bill, 


. to wb 
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EPISTLE II. 


Gilberifield, Fuly 24, 1719. 
DYAR RAMSAY), 
HEN Irecerv'd thy kind epiſtle, 

It made me dance, and ſing, and whiſtle ; 
) fic a fike and fic a fiſtle 

T had about it ! 

hat e'er was knight of the Scots thiſtle 4 
Sae fain, I doubted. 


The bonny lines therein thou ſent me, 
ow to the nines they did content me; 
ho', Sir, ſae high to compliment me, 
Ye — 0 deferr'd, 
or had ye but haff wiel a kent me, 3 
Some leſs wad ſer'd. 


Wi' joyfu? heart beyond expreſſion, 
They're ſafely now in m volſcfſion : 
gin I were a winter ſeſſion 
Near by thy lodging, 
d cloſe attend thy new profeſſion 2 
Without e'er budging. 
In even down earneſt, there's but few 
1 — wi Ramſay dare ge ung 
n verſe, for to gre thee thy due, 
3 ? And without fleetching, 
Thou's better at that trade, I trow, 16 
Than ſome's at preaching. 


Ll 
% 
* 


4 


T4 original k 


Ae nets. 


b teh 3 
. * 4 Knight of the Scots thiſtle.] The ancient and moſt 


at that ile or der of Enighthood, erected by ling Acbaius. The ordi- 
wy enſign, worn by the knights of the order, 20as d green ril- 
n, to xvbich was appended a thiftle of gold, crown'd, with an 
aerial crown, within a circle of gold, with this motto, Ne- 
o me 1mpune laceſſet.“ a 

16 Than ſome's at preaching.] This compliment is e- 


rely free of the flſome byperbuis. 
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ST 
or my part, till I'm better icar't, 
To troke wi thee I'd beſt forbear't, 
Foran the foulk of Ed'nburgh hear't, 
| They'll ca? me daft; 
I'm unco! irie, and dirt art 
Imak' wrang waft. 

Thy verſes nice as ever nicket, 

Made-me as canty as a cricket; 
Fergi to reply, left ] ſtick it, 
 Synelike a coof 
I look, or ane whole pouch is picket 
As bare's my loof. 

Hek winſome ! how thy ſaft ſweet ſtyle, 
And bonny auld words gar me ſmile ; 
Thov's travell'd ſure mony a mile 

Wi' charge and coſt, 
To learn them thus keep rank and file, 
| And ken their poſt. 


For I maun tell thee, honeſt Allie, 
{1 uſe the freedom ſo to call thee) 
think them a' ſae braw and walie, 
And in fic order, 
I wad nae care to be thy vale 
| Or thy recorder. 
Has thou wi' Roſicrucians wandert, 
Or thro' ſome donſie deſert dandert ? 
That wi' thy magic, towh and landart, 
For aught I fee, 
Maun a' come truckle to thy ſtandart 
Of poetrie 
Do not miſtake me, deareft heart, 
As if Icharg'd thee wi” black art; 
is thy gout genius fill Alert, 


33 Rofierucians.) 4 people deeply learhed in the occult (i 
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5 IJhat does inſpire 
hee wi” Ak thing that's quick and ſmart 40 


To thy deſire. 


F'en mony a bonny knacky tale, 
ra to ſet o'er a pint of ale: 
For fifty guineas I'll find bail, 
Againft a bodle, 
That I wad quat ilk day a mail 44 
For fic a nodle. 


And on condition I were as gabby, 
As cither thee, or honeſt Habby, 
That J lin'd a' thy claes i' tabby, 
Or velvet pluſh, 
And then thou'd be fay far frac ſhabby, 43 
Thov'd look right fpruſh. 


What tho” young empty airy ſparks 
May have their Eritical remarks 
n thir my blyth diverting warks ; 
Tis fma preſumption, 
To ſay they're but unlearned clarks, 52 
And want the gumption. 
Let coxcomb critics get a tether, | 
o tye up a' their lang looſe leather; 
! they aud I] chance to forgether, 
| The tane may rue it, 
or an' they winna had their blether, 56 
They's get a flewet. 
To learn them for to peep and pry 
hp drolls *twixt thee and I ; 
ray dip thy pen in wrath, and cry, 
n And ca” them 2 
m ſure thou needs ſet little by 60 
To bide their bellums. 


e occult 2 N wy writing I'm fac bleirt and doited, __ 
hat when I raiſe, in troth I ftoited ; 


I thought I ſhou'd turn capernoited, 


20 
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For wi' a gird, 
Upon my bum I fairly cloited 
On the cald eard : 


Which did oblige a little dumple 
Upon my doup, cloſeby my rumple : 


But had ye ſeen how I did trumple, 
Ye'd ſplit your fide, 


Wi' mony a lang and weary wimple, 
7, 7 Like troug h of Clyde. . 
— 8 
ANSWER II. 


Edinburgh, Aug. 4, 171 


EAR Hamilton, yell turn me dyver, 
My muſe ſae bonny ye deſcrive her; 
Ye blaw her ſac, I'm fear'd ye rive hery 
5 For wi' a whid, 
Gin ony higher up Pb drive her, 


he'll rin red-wood. 
Said IJ. © Whiſht, quoth the vo ugy jade, 
William's a wiſe judicious lad, 
Has havins m air than e'er ye had, 
It bred hog-ſtaker ; 


But me ye ne'er ſay crouſe had craw d, 
Ye poor ſcull-thacker. 


It ſets you well indeed to gadge ! 
E'er I t' Apollo did ye cadge, 


4 Rin red-wood ] Run diftrafted. 


7 M- bred bog-ſtaker, but mc, &e.] The muſe, not unn 


fonably angry, puts me bere in mind of the favnurs ſb: has did 


by bringing me from flalking over bogs or wild morſper, to lijt1 
bead a little briſter among the polite world, which could 10 


have been acquired by the low movements of a mechanic. Ser 


thacker, 1. e. thatcher of ſkulls. 
9 It ſet>ye wiel iudeed, &c. ] ſronically foe ſays, Is lee 
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” 


aud got ye on his honour's badge, 

Ungratefu”. beaſt, 

\ Glaſgow capon and a fadge 12 
Ye thought a feaſt, 


Swith to Caſtalins* fountain-brink, 
d down a grouf, and tak” a drink, 
yne whiſk out paper, pen and ink, 
And do my bidding; 
te thankfu' elſe I'ſe gar ye ſtink 16 
Yet on a midding. 


My miſtreſs dear, your ſeryant humble, 
aid I, I ſhou'd be laith to drumble 
4 11) our paſſions, or &er gar ye grumble; 
is ne er be me 
hall ſcandalize, or ſay ye bummil 20 
0 - Yeer poctrie. 


Frae what I've tell'd, my friend may learn 
low ſadly I ha'e been forfairn, | 
d better been ayont fide Kairn- 
5 amount, I trow; i 5 
re kiſs'd the taz, like a good bairn, wy 
Now, Sir, to you. a 


gt 


Heal be your heart, gay couthy carle, 
ang may ye help to toom a barrel : 
e thy crown ay unclowr'd in quarrel, 


e mighty avelly, to talk baughtily, and affront my beneſattreſe, 
 alledying ſo meanly, that it were poſſible to praiſe ber out of 
wſe, not un ſulidity, 
-; ſb: has dug} 12 Glaſgow capon, &c.] A berring. (A fadge.) A 
ber, to lift %% bind of leude bread; uſed by. the c :mmon people 
b could nf 14 Dail down a grouf ] Fall flat on your belly. 
panic. Se 23 Kairn-amount,] A noted bill in the north of Scot- 
1d. . 
ays, It l 24 Fee kifs'd the taz.] Xi d the rod, own'd my fault like 


gd ctnd 
oy 


— 53 
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| When thou inclines 
To knoit thrawn-gabbed ſumphs that ſnarl 
At our frank lines. 


Ik good chiel ſays, ye're wiel worth gowd, 


And blythneſs on ye's wiel beſtow'd, 

Mang witty Scots ye'r name's be row'd, 
Ne'er fame to tine; 

The crooked clinkers ſhall be cow'd, 

But ye ſhall ſhine. 


Set out the burnt fide of your ſhin, 
For pride in poets is nae fin ; 
Glory's the prize for which they rin, 
And fame's their jo; 
And wha blaws beſt the horn ſhall win: 
And wherefore no ? 


Oniſquis vocahit nos vain glorious, 
Shaw ſcanter ſkill, than malos mores, 
Multi et magni men before us 
Did ſtamp and ſwagger, 
Probatum eft, exemplym Horace, 
| Was a bauld bragger. 


Then let the doofarts, faſh'd wi' ſpleen; 
Caſt up the wrang ſide o' their een, 
Pegh, fry, and girn, wi' ſpite and teen, 
And fa* a fiyting, 
Laugh, for the lively lads will ſcreen 
Us frae back-biting, 


If that the gypſies dinna ſpung us, 
And foreign whiſkers ha'e nae dung us; 


32 The crooked clinkers, &c.] The feribling Ke 
ewith their lame verſification | ſpall be cow'd, i. e. Porn gf. 
33 Set out the bornt fide of your ſhin.] 4s //* 


5 "ways exf 


world ſay, © Wall flately with your toes ort. 


ed when we would bid a perſon { merrily } look briſe. 
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in I can fnifter thro*' mundungus, 
Wi' boots and belt on, 
hope to ſee you at St. Mungo's 45 
N Atween and Beltan. 


— — 


EPISTLE III. 


| Gilbertfield, Auguſt 24, 1719. 
\ CCEPT my third and laſt eſſay 
Of rural rhyme, I humbly pray, 
right Ramſay, aud althoꝰ it may 
Seem doilt and donſie, 
et thrice of a things, I heard ſay, 4 
as ay thought ſonſie. 


Wherefore I ſcarce cou'd fleep or ſlumber, 
N made up that happy number: 
he pleaſure counterpois'd the cumber 
In every part, | 
d ſnoov't away like three hand ombre, 5 
Sixpence a cart. 


Of thy laſt poem, bearing date 

uguſt the fourth, 1 grant receipt; 

was ſac bra', gart me look blate, 
Maiſt tyne my ſenſes, 

d look juſt like poor country Kate | 12 
In Lucky Spence's. 

Iſhaw'd it to our pariſh-prieſt, 

ha was as blyth as gi'm a feaſt ; 

e lays, thou may had up thy creeft, 


ing rbyn 

born f. 43 St. Mungo's.] The High+Church of Glaſgow. 

| As if © $ Snoov't away] Whirl'd ſmocthly round. Suooving 
An expreqorys expreſſes the action of a top or ſpindle, Ne. 


riſe 


12 County Kate) ide Lui Spencc's Elegy, tine. $1. 
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| And craw fu' crouſe, 
The poets a' to thee's but jeſt, 
| Not worth a ſouſe, 
Thy blyth and cheerfu' merry muſe, 
Of compliments is ſae profuſe, 
For my good havins dis me rooſe 
Sae very finely, 


It were ill breeding to refuſe 
To thank her kindly; 


What tho” ſometimes, in angry mood, 
When ſhe puts on her barlikhood, 
Her dialect ſeem rough and rude, 
Let's neer be flee't, 
But tak our bit, when it is good, 
And buffet wi't. 
For gin we ettle anes to taunt her, 
And dinna cawmly thole her baunter, 


She'll tak” the flings; verſe may grow ſcanter, 


Syne wi' great ſhame 
We'll rue the day that we do want her; 


Then wha's to blame? 


But let us till her kindneſs culzie, 
And wi' her never breed a tulzie, 
For we'll bring aff but little ſpulzie, 
In fic a barter; 
And ſhe'll be fair to gar us fulzie, 
nd cry tor quarter, 
Sae little worth's my rhyming ware, 
My pack I ſcarce dare apen maar, 
Till I tak better wi” e e | 


My pen's fac blunted ; 


And a' for fear I file the fair, 
And be affronted, 


1116 
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27 She'll tak' the flings.] Turn ſullen, reſtive, © 


hich. 


36 For ſear I file the fair] TDi phraſe it uſed = 


i en 
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The dull draft-drink makes me fac dowff, 
] can do'sbut bark and yowff; 
Vet ſet me in a claret howf, 
Wi' fouk that's chaney, 
y muſe may len me then a gowff 40 
To clear my fancy. 


hen Bacchus-like I'd bawl and bluſter, 

and a' the muſes bout me muſter ; 

ac merrily I'd ſqueeze the cluſter, 

| And drink the grape, 

wad gi'e my verſe a brighter luſtre, « 44 
And better ſhape, 


The pow'rs aboon be ſtill auſpicious 
o thy atchievements maiſt delicious; 
hy poems ſweet and nae way vicious, 

But blyth aad kanny : | 
o ſee, Pm anxious and ambitious, 43 
5 Thy Miſcellany. 


A' bleſſings, Ramſay, on thee row; 
ang may thou live, and thrive, and dow, 
Intl thou claw an auld man's pow; 
And thro” thy creed, 
keeped frae the wirricow, | 52 
After thou's dead. 
Vol. I. 8 


8 


+> 


attempts to do what's hantſume, and is affronted by not doing 
5. reſenable fear in lim. , 

37 Dull dreff-drink.] Huy malt lignor. 

49 A bleiFn2s.] All ifis verſe Is a ſucci nat cluſer of 
ii 1:/bes, elegantly expreſſed, wvith a friend! y fpirity is ⁊obicꝭ 
take the liberty ts add, Anmien. 
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ANSWER II. 8 —— 
nd he! 
Edinburgh, Sept. 2, 1719. 
MY TRUSTY TROJAN, de blytl 


ay laſt oration orthodox, 
1 Thy innocent auldfarren jokes, 
And ſonſie ſaw of three, provokes 
Me anes again, 
Tod lowrie like, to looſe my pocks, 
| And pump my brain. 


By a' your letters I ha'e read, 
I eithly ſcan the man wiel-bred, 
And ſoger that, where honour led, 
Has ventur'd bauld ; 
Wha now to youngſters leaves the yed, 
h To 'tend his fald. 


That bangſter billy, Cæſar July, 
Wha at Pharſalia wan the tooly, 
Had better ſped, had he mair hooly 
| Scamper'd thro” life, 
And *midſt his glories ſheath'd his gully, 
And kiſs'd his wife. 
Had he, like you, as wiel he cou'd, 
Upon burn banks the muſes woo'd, 
Retir'd betimes frae mang the crowd, 


" Wiki been ahoon hem! 


The ſenate's durks, and faction loud, 


Had ne' er undone him. 


4 Tod lowrie like.] Lite Reynard the fox, to betale 


Self tr forme more of my wiles. 


6 Leaves the yed to *tend his fauld.] Leaves then 


tia! contention and retires tn 4 country Ie. 


13 As wiel he cou'd] Ti well known Le could u 


as we'l os fight, 
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Yet ſometimes leave the riggs and bog, 
Your howms and braes, and ſhady ſcrog, 
nd helm-a-lee the claret cog, 
2, 1719, To clear your wit : 
ge blyth, and let the warld een ſhog, 20 
As it thinks fit. 


Ne'er faſh about your neiſt year's ſtate, 
lor wi' ſuperior 2 debate, 
lor cantrapes caſt to ken your fate; 
There's ills anew 
ſo cram our days, which ſoon grow late: 24 
Let's live juſt now. 


When northern blaſts the ocean ſnurl, 
nd gars the heights and hows look gurl, 
hen left about the bumper whirl, 
And toom the horn, 
ip faſt the hours which haſty hurl, 23 
The morn's the morn. 


Thus to Leuconoe ſang ſweet Flaccus, 
Vha nane e'er thought a Gillygacus : 
Ind why ſhould we let whimſies bawk us, 
When joy's in ſeaſon, 
Ind thole fac aſt the ſpleen to whauk us $2 
Out of our reaſon 2 


Tho? I were laird of tenſcore Acres, 
lodding to jouks o' hallenſhakers, 
? X 2 
7 Toom the horn.] *Tis frequent in the country to drink 


r out of horn=cups, made in 77 of a water-glaſs. 


| 1 ol ?? Thus to Leucovnoe.] Hide Book I. II Ode of He- 
to betale no... | 


34 Hallenſhakers.) A ballen is a fence {built of flone, 
rf, or a moveable flake of heather } at the fides of the door in 
ry places, to defend them from the wind. The trembling at- 
Want about a forgetful great man's gate or levee, is alſo expreſs 
n the germ halleuſhaker. | | 


eaves the m 
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Yet cruſh'd wi' humdrums, which the weaker's 
Contentment ruins, 


Fd rather rooſt wi” cauſey rakers, 36 
And ſup cauld ſowens. 


T think, my friend, an fouk can get 
A doll of roaſt beef pipin het, 
And w! red wine their wyſon wet, 
And cleathing clean, 
And be nae ſick, or drown'd in debt, 40 
They're no to mean, 


r 
r 


mm. 


J read this verſe to my ain kimmer, 
Wha kens I like a leg o* gimmer, 
Or ſic and ſic, good belly timmer; 
Quoth ſhe, and leugh, 
« Sicker of thae winter and ſimmer, 4 
Ye're wiel enough.” 


My hearty goſs, there is nae help, 
But hand to nive we twa maun ſkel 
Up Rhine and Thames, and o'er the Alp- 
pines and Pyrenians. 
The cheerfuꝰ carles do ſae yelp U 
| To ha'e *s their minions, 


Thy raffan rural rhyme fac rare, - 
Sic wordy, wanton, hand-wail'd ware, 
Sae gaſh and gay, gars fowk gae gare 
To ha'e them by them; 
Tho' gaffin they wi' fides fac fair, (4 
: Cry, „ Wae gae by him!” 


51 Gars ſouk gae gare.] Male people very earneſt. 

za Wi fides ſac ſair, ery, © Wae gae by him !”) 1 
it uſual for many after a full laugh, to complain of fore fades, and 
fo befleww A Rindly curſe on the author of the ie: But the falt 
of more tender conſciences have turned their expletives to Friaul 
wiſhes, fuch as this ; er, Sonſe fo" ye,” and the likes 
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er's Fair fa“ that ſoger did invent 
lo eaſe the poets” toil wi” print: 
ow, William, we maun to the bent, 
And pouſs our fortune, 
id crack wi” lads wha're wiel content 56 
Wi' this our ſporting. 


= 


Gin ony four-mou'd girning bucky 

a” me conceity keckling chucky, 

„hat we like nags whaſe necks are yucky 
Ha'e us'd our teeth ; 

1 anſwer fine,——Gae kiſs ye'r Lucky, <0 
She dwells i Leith. 


I ne*er wi” lang tales faſh ay head, 
but when I ſpeak, I ſpeak indeed: 
ha ca's me droll, but ony feed, 
I'll own I am ſae: 
and while my champers can chew bread, 64 
8 Kamſays 


— — 


al AN EPISTLE 


10 


LIEUTENANT HAMILTON, 


On the receiving the Compliment 74 Barrel / Lochfine 
Herrings from bum. 
OUR herrings, Sir, came hale and feer, 
In haleſome brine a' ſoumin, 


K 3 
bo Gae kiſs ye'r Lucky, &.] 7s a cont phraſe, from 


what viſe I know not ; but "tis made uſe of when one tbinłt it is 
ml worth while to give @ direct anſwer, or think themſelves 
6/;fbly accuſed. | 

1 Hale and feer.) Wholey without ihelegf} fault or wante 


L 


rwneſt, 

in 7 Ii 
c ſider a, 
it the fol 
to Friaul 
le. 


— — 


Fu' fat they are, and guſty gear, 
As cer I laid my thumb on: 
Bra' ſappy fiſh 
As ane cou'd wiſh 
To clap on fadge or fcon ; 
They reliſk fine 
Good claret wine, 
That gars our cares ſtand yon. 


Right mony gabs wi' them ſhall 
About Auld Reekie's ingle, 95 
When kedgy carles think nae lang, 
Where ſtoups and trunchers gingle ; 
Then my frien:! cal, 
We toſs ye'r heal, 
And wi' bauld brag advance, 
What's hoorded in 
Lochs Broom and Fine 
Might ding the ſtocks o' France. 


A jelly ſum to carry on 
A fiſhery's deſign'd, 
Twa million good of Sterling pounds, 
By men o' money's ſign'd. 
Had ye but ſeen 
How unco kcen 
And thrang they were about it, 
| That we are bauld, 
Right rich, and ald- 
Farren, ye ne'er wad doubted. 5 © 


Now, now, I hope we'll ding the Dutch, 


As fine as a round Robin, 
Gin greedineſs to grow ſoon rich 
Invites not to {tock-jobbing : 


19 Broom and Fine.] Tie lechs on the Teſiern ſes 


evhere plenty of herrings are taken. 


22 A fiſhery.] The royal fiſbery ; ſucceſs to which is | 


2 and hope of every good man. 
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That poor boſs ſhade 35 
Of ſinking trade, 
and weather-glaſs politic, | 
Which heaves and ſets, 
As public gets 
\ heezy or a wee kick. 40 


Fy, fy ! but yet | hope tis daft 
1 To fear that trick cofne hither ; 
Na, we're aboon that dirty craft 
Of biting ane anither., 
The ſubject rich 45 
Will gi a hitch 
- 1; MT” increaſe-the public gear, 
When on our ſeas, 
Like biſy bees, 
Ten thouſand fiſhers ſteer. 50 


. MCould we catch the united ſhoals 
20% That crowd the weſtern ocean, 
The Indies wad prove hungry holes, 
Compar'd to this our Goſhen : 
Then let's to wark 55 
: Wi net and bark, 
Them fiſh and faithfu* cure up; 
a Gin ſae we join, 
We'll cleek in coin 
Frae a* the ports of Europe. 60 


Thanks t'ye, Captain, for this ſwatch 
Oft our ſtore, and your favour ; 
Gin I be ſpar'd, your love to match 
Shall fill be my endeavour. 

Next unto you, 65 
My ſervice due 

Pleaſe gi'e to Matthew Cumin, 

2 | Wha u i' fair heart, 
Has play'd his part, 

And ſent them true and triim in. . 70 


67 Matthew Cumm.] Merchant in Glaſgow, and ane of 
the 11. magi/trat, F of that city, 


veſlern ſe 
which is | 
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REE times the carline grain d and rifted, 
> Then frat the cod her pow ſbe lifted, 
In batody policy well pgifled, ane 
When ſbe now faun, 
That death nac langer wad be ſhifted, 
She thus began: 


Mv loving laſſes, I maun leave ye, 
But dinna wi' your greeting grieve me, 
Nor wi' your draunts and droning dea ve me, 
| | But bring's a gill ; 
For faith, my bairns, ye may believe me, 
"Tis 'gainſt my will. 
O black ey'd Beſs and mim mou'd Meg, 
O'er good to work, or yet to beg; 
Lay ſunkots up for a fair leg, 
For whan ye fail, 
Ye'r face will not be worth a feg, 
I Nor yet ye'r tail. 


Whane'er ye meet a fool that's fow, 
That ye're a maiden gar him trow, 
Seem nice, but ſtick to him like glew; 

| And whan ſet down, 
Drive at the jango till he ſpew, | 
Syne he'll ſleep ſoun. 


® Lucky Spence, a famous bazed, wwho flouriſhed for ſeverd 
gears abgut the beginning of the eighteenth century: Sbs bad ber 
loading near Holyrood-bouſe ; ſbe made many g benefit-night i 
herſelf, by putting a trade in the hands gf young luſſes that hat 
@ little perineſs, ſtrong paſſrons, abundance of lazineſs, and 1 


Ferethought, 


13 Mim mou'd.] Expreſs an edles modcſfy, by a pres 


ciſencſ; abeus the mauth, 


LUCKY SPENCE'S LAST ADVICE®.. 
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Whan he's aſleep, then dive and catch 
lis ready caſh, his rings or watch; 
nd gin he likes to light his match 
| At your fpunk-box, 
Neer ſtand to let the fumbling wretch 
F'en take the pox. 30 
Cleek a' ye can by hook or crook, 
yp ilka poutch frae nook to nook; 
e ſure to truff his pocket-book : 
axty pounds Scots 
; nae deaf nits ; in little bouk | 
Lie great bank notes. 36 
To get amends of whinging fools, 
hat's frighted for repenting ſtools, 
Vha often, whan their mettle cools, 
Turn fweer to pay, 
ar the kirk-boxie Hale the dools | 
Anither day. . 4% 


But dawt red coats, and let them ſcoup, 
ree for the fow of cutty ſtoup; 
o gie them up, ye need na B. 
E'er to do weel: 
hey 'I rive ye'r brats, and kick your doup, 

And play the deel. 48 


27 Light his match, &c.] 7 could give a large annota= 
u on this ſentence, but do not incline to explain every thing, left 
I ſallige future critics, by leaving them nothing to do. ; 

35 Is nae deaf nits.] Or empty nuts; this is a negative 
anner of ſaying a thing is ſubſtantial. 

37 To get amends. {To be revenged.}) Of whingin 
dols.] Fellows whe wear the wrong fide of their faces out moſt, 
renders to ſunclity, tio love to be ſmuggling in a corner. 

41 Gar the kirk boxie hale the dools.] Delate them to 
Pe tirketreaſurer. Hale the dools ji: 4 phraſe uſed at feot- 
il; where the party that gains the gnal or dodl, -is ſaid to halt 
or win the game, and ſo draws the ſtake. 

44 Cutty ſtoup.] Little pot, i. e. à gill of brandy. 
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There's ae fair croſs attends the craft, 
That curſt corre&ion-houſe, where aft 
Wild hangy's taz ye'r riggings ſaft 


haleſc 


Makes black and blae dae w. 
Enough to pit a body daft; ? nd wer 
But what'll ye fay. ide a. 
Nane gathers gear withoutten care, 
Wk — has of pain a ſkare; it con 
Suppoſe then they ſhould tirle ye bare, 
And gar ye fike, My be 
F'en learn to thole; tis very fair. ho ſpe 
| Ye're nibour like. lay they 
Forby, my looves, count upo' loſſes, bu 
Ve'r mi Elite teeth, and — * like roſes, ul fat 
Whan jet-black hair and brigs of noſes 
Faw down wi' dads, My m: 
To keep your hearts up *neath fic croſſes, n ther 
Set up for bawds. ut tak” ; 
WY? wiel-criſh'd loofs I ha'e been canty, | 
Whane'er the lads wad fain hae faun t'ye, hate 
To try the auld game Taunty. Raunty, 
Like cooſers keen, Lafs gi 
They took advice of me, your aunty, mutchk 
If ye were clean. t Deatl 
Then up I took my filler ca', ; 
And whiſtPd benn whiles ane, whiles twa ; lip aw 


Roun'd in his lug, that there was a 
51 Hangy's taz.] If they perform not the taft 2 Left 


them, they are whipt by the langman. | _ ber 
54 But what'il ye fay.] The emphaſis of thi: phraſe, i ud foe be , 
many others, cannot be undenſlood but by @ native. wr, ſaid / 


74 And whiſtl'd benn.] Butt and beon ſignify differ 9 Fire 
ends or rooms of a houſe : To gang butt and beng 2 . of the | 
rom one end of the houſe to the other. | u not ſo ct 


75 Roun'd in his lug.] #biſper'd in Bis car. 
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N Poor country Kate, 
haleſome as the well of Spa, 
| But unco blate, 78 


dae whane ' er company came in, 
nd were upo” a merry pin, 
lade awa? wi' little din, | 
And muckle menſe, 
ft conſcience judge, it was a' ane 
To Lucky Spence. 84 


My benniſon come on good doers, 
ho ſpend their caſh on bawds and whores; 
lay they ne er want the wale of cures 
For a fair ſnout; 
ul fa* the quacks wha that fire ſmoors, 
And puts nae out. 90 


<A 


My maliſon light ilka day 
n them that drink and dinna pay, 
ut tak” a ſnack and rin away; 
Ah May't be their hap 
ever to want a gonorrhea, 


Or rotten clap. - 96 


Lafs gi'e us in anither gill, 
mutchken, jo, let's tak” our fill; 
t Death ſyne regiſtrate his bill 
Whan I want ſenſe, 
ſlip away wi” better will, 
Quo” Lucky Spence. 102 


33 Left conſcience judge.] It wwos the uſual way vin- 

ating berſelf, to tell ye, When company came to ber houſe, 

id foe be fo uncivil as to turn them out If they did any bad 

Jar, ſaid fbe, between God and their conſcience he t. 

9 Fire ſmoors.] Such guacks as bind up the external ſymp» 

eng is to" J the pox, and drive it inward ie the flrong belds, wheneh 
1 not 7 g expelled, 


WEALTH; OR THE WOODY, 
A POEM ou run SOUTH SEA, 
Wrote June, 1720. 

Ii robur et as triples p 
Circa pettus erat, qui fragilem truci 


Commiſit pelago ratem 
Primus 


5 RORACE., 
Daring and unco ſtout he was, 

WY heart hool'd in three * o* braſs, 
Wha ventur'd firſt upon the fea, 
Wi' hempen branks, and horſe o' tree. 


 HALIA, ever welcome to this iſle, 
Deſcend and glad the nation wr' a ſmile; 

See frac yon bank where South Sea ebbs and flows, 
How ſand-blind Chance woodics and wealth beftows: 
Aided by thee, P'll fail the wond'rous deep, 
And thro? the crowded alleys cautious creep. 
Not eaſy taſk to plow the ſwelling wave, 
Or in ſtock-jobbing preſs my guts to ſave: 
But naecthing can our wilder paſſions tame, 
Wa rax for riches or immortal fame. 

Long had the grumblers us'd this murm ring ſoun 
& Poor Britain in her public debt is drown'd !” 
At fifty millions late we ſtarted a', | 
And wow we wonder'd how the debt wad fa; 
But ſonſy ſauls, wha firſt contriv'd the way, 
Wi' project deep our charges to defray ; 


1 Thalia ever welcome.] Thalia, the cheerfol m:/e 
#elichts to imitate the aHlions of maiitind, and produce; 
laughing comedy That ind of poetry ever acceftabie to B 
7ons, 

* 
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yer aud aboon it heaps of treaſure brings, 
at fouk be gueſs become as rich as kings. 
ang heads they were that firſt laid down the plan, 
to the which the round anes headlang ran; 20 
| ill overſtock'*d, they quat the ſea, and fain wad been 
at lan”, | 
hus, when braid flakes o* ſnaw have clad the green, 
ften I have young ſportive gilpies ſeen, 
he waxing ba* wi meikle pleaſure row, 
il paſt their pith it did unwieldy grow. 25 
'Tis ſtrange to think what changes may appear 
thin the narrow circle of a year: 
ow can ae project, if it be wiel laid, 
brafs wpply the ſimple want of trifling trade; 
1 axty lang years a man may rack his brain, 74 


V, 


CE. 


lunt after gear baith night and day wi' pain, 


vi nd die at laſt in debt, inſtead of gain. 
ut, O South Sea! what mortal mind can run 
2 hro a' the miracles that thou haſt done? 
Tao or ſcrimply thou thyſell to bounds confines, 35 


beſtow" like the ſun on ilka party ſhines ; 

* poor and rich, the fools as wiel as wiſe, 

i hand impartial ſtretches out the prize. 

Like Nilus ſwelling frae his unkend head, 

rae bank to brae o'erflows ilk rig and mead, 40 
ſtilling lih'ral ſtore of genial ſap, 

Vence ſun-burn'd gypſies reap a plenteous crap: 

Vol. I. Yb 

21 Fain wad been at land.] Land, in the time of this 
lien tuo or three months, Tvas ſold at 45 or go years pure 


ri ſoun 
re 


. aſe 
3 29 Trifling trade.] All manner of traffic and mechanics 
as at that time defpiſed. Subſcriptions aud transfers were the 
ly commodities. 
ful muſe tl 39 Like Nilus.] A river which croſſes a great part of 
produces l jrica, the ſpring bead thereof unknown till of late, In the 
5 10 ble 1s 48" of June it fevells and over fe wa ER. bes it riſes 


rb, the inundation is dangerous, and threatens a famine, 
is river are the moxſirous amphibious animals named croce- 


122 POEMS, 


* 


— 
— — 


6 


Thus flows our fea, but wi' this diff rence wide, 
But anes a year their river heaves his tide ; 
Ours aft ilk day, t' enrich the common weal, 
Bangs o'er its banks, and dings Egyptian Nile. 
e rich and wiſe, we own ſucceſs your due, 
But your reverſe their luck wi* wonder view. 
How without thought theſe dawted petts of fate 
Have jobb'd themſelves into ſae high a ſtate, 
By pure inſti ſae leal the mark have hit, 
Without the uſe of either fear or wit, 
And ithers wha laſt years their garrets kept, 


Where duns in viſion faſh'd them while they ſlept ; 


Wha only durſt in twilight or the dark, 

Steal to a common cook's wi” haff a mark, 

A' their hale ſtock Now by a kanny gale, 

In the o'erflowing ocean ſpread their ſail; 

While they in gilded galleys cut the tide, 

Look down on fiſher boats wi” meikle pride. 
Mean time, the thinkers wha are out o' play, 

For their ain comfort kenna what to ſay; 

That the foundation's looſe fain wad they ſhaw, 

And think nae but the fabric ſoon will fa': 

That's a' but ſham—for inwardly they fry, 

Vext that their fingers were nae in the pye: 


diles, of the ſame ſpecies with the late alligators of the South 8 
which make a prey of, and devour all buman creatures they « 


lay beld on. 
48 Your reverſe.] Poor fool:. 


52 Of either ſear or wit.} One wwas rechoned a lime 
#hinking fool, who took advice of bis reaſon in the grand «fait 
60 Look down on fiſher boats.] Deſpiſed the virt 
defign of propagating and carrying on a fiſhery, which can n* 


an fo be a real benefit to Britain. 


61 The thinkers.} Mony of juft thinking at ibi (i 
tere vexed to ſee themſelves trutging on frot, ohen ſome of 
of very indifferent capucitiet were ſetting 10 gilded equipofl 
. an4 notevithAanding of all the doubts they formed ageinjt it, 
Freitea 5eceuſe they were not ſe lucky astobgve ſome fot. 
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aint Hearted wights, wha dully ſtood afar, 


des Tholling your reaſon 2 attempts to mar; 
| Nile the brave dauntleſs, of fic fetters free, 
le Wumpt headlong glorious ig the golden ſea : 70 
* , here now, like gods, they rule each wealthy jaw, 
* Vhile you may thump your pows againſt the wa'. 
Fate On ſummer's cen, the welkin cawm and fair, 
| hen little midges friſk in lazy air, 
ö live ye not ſeen thro? ither how they reel, 75 
nd time about how up and down they wheel? _ 
Thus eddies of ſtock- jobbers drive about; 
gert: ypmoſt to-day, the morn their pipe's put out. 
Pt; Ni penſive face, whene'er the market's high, 
ABMinutius crys What a gowk was I: 80 
me friend of his, wha wiſely ſeems to ken 
rents of cauſes mair than ither men, 
Puſh for your intereſt yet, nae fear, he ories, 
or South Sea will to twice ten hundred riſe. 
1 K 'acs me for him that ſells paternal land, 85 
Ys nd buys when ſhares the higheſt ſums demand : 
. e neber ſhall taſte the ſweets o rifing ſtock, 
p Vhich faws neiſt day; nae help for't, be is broke. 
Dear Sea, be tenty how thou flows at ſhams 
f Hogland Gad'rens in their froggy dams, go 
ſt in their muddy boggs thou chance to fink, 
. 8-115 here thou may'ſt ſtagnate, ſyne of courſe maun ſtink. 
ures e This I foreſee (and time ſhall prove I'm right, | 
| oer he's nae poet wants 0 ſecond ſight), 
z 
1 a tin Jumpt bead-long,] Te off all the fetters of reaſon 
rand « fi nd plunged glarioufly into confuſtons 
3 the n Wha wiſelys] With grave. ſuca many af that time pre- 
hah tin of nded they could demonfirate this boped-for riſe of South Sea. 
go Hogland Gag'rens.] The Dutch ; whom a learned 
at tht (i utbor of a late efſay has endeavoured to prove to be deſcended 
un fume oh lter a flirange manner from the Gaderens, which. effay Lewis 
d egi 4 was mightily pleaſed with, aud bounteouſly rewarded the 
„ ©. * Wuibor, "i 
"x ions | 


je ſoar cs. 


124 rozus. 


al - —— * 
When autumn's ſtores are ruck'd up in the yard, 9. 1 
And fleet and ſnaw dreeps down cauld winter's beard; . i 
When bleak November winds make foreſts bare, 5 q - 
And with ſplenetic vapours fill the air; pl 1 5 
Then, then in gardens, parks, or ſilent glen, * ry 
When trees bear naithing elſe, they'll carry men, WW. "x 
Wha ſhall like paughty — greatly ſwing 101 

Aboon earth's diſappointments in a ſtring. 
Jae ends the towring ſaul that downa ſee 


m mak 
ut in a 


A man move in a higher ſphere than he. 41 3 
Happy that man wha has thrown up a main, gh o - 

Which makes ſome hundred thouſands a' his ain, 3 

And comes to anchor on ſae firm a rock, 1d ond 

Britannia's credit, and the South Sea ſtock; 

NW blythſome pleaſure waits upon his nod, 

And his de 4 eye him like a god: 1! 


Cloſe may he bend Champaign frae een to morn, 
And look on cells of tippony wi' ſcorn : 


Thrice lucky pimps, or ſmug-fac'd wanton fair, 


That can in a' his wealth and pleaſure ſkair: 
Like Jove he ſits, like Jove, high heav'n's goodman, 
While the inferior gods about him ſtan”, I 
Till he permits, wi condeſcending grace, 


That ilka ane in order take their place: A 
Thus wi' attentive look mensfou they fit, Lo what 
Till he ſpeak firſt, and ſhaw ſome ſhining wit; 1 (Jo br 
Syne circling wheels the flattering gaffaw, The boo 
As wiel they may, he gars their beards wag a. Is wiel 
Imperial gowd, what is't thou canna grant ? 

Poſſeſt of thee, what is't a man needs want? 

Commanding coin, there's nothing hard to thee; 11 A 


I canna gueſs how rich fouk come to die. i FI 
Unhappy wretch, link'd to the threed-bare nine, , „ 


The dazzling equipage can ne'er be thine: = * f 
; H L 

122 Their beards wag a'.] Feaſts them at bis own pr, w 
oft ; bene the proverb——=* Ti fair in ba" where be 14. 


Wag 4 » 
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Deſtin'd to toil thro* labyrinths of, verſe, 

Par ſt ſpeak of great ſtock-jobbing as a farce. 130 
Poor thoughtlels mortal, vain of ary dreams, 

y flying horſe, and bright Apollo's beams, 

2d Helicon's werſh well thou ca's divine, 

ire naithing like a miſtreſs, coach, and wine; 

Wad ſome good patron (whaſe ſuperior ſkill 135 
an make the South Sea ebb and flow at will) | 
ut in a ſtock for me, 1 own it fair, 

n epic ſtrain I'd pay him to a hair; 

mmortalize him, and whate'er he loves, : 

n flowing numbers I ſhall ſing—Approve: : 140 
f not, fox- like, ll thraw my gab and gloom, 

Ind ca' your hundred thouſand a /aur plum. 


11 — 2 —— 
eons EDINBURGH'S SALUTATION 
fair, TO THE MOST HONOURABLE 
ood MY LORD MARQUIS OF CARNARYON®, 
n 


ELCOME, my Lord, Heav'n be your guide, 
And further your intention, 
To whate'er place you fail or ride, p 
Lo brighten your invention. A 
The book o' mankind lang and wide, 
Is wiel, worth your attention: 


L 3 


142 A ſour plum.] The fox in the fable, that deſpiſed the 
lunbs be could not. reach, is wvell known : 100,000 pounds being 
alled a plum, makes this a right pun ; and ſome puns deſerve 
tf to be claſſe! among ſ low wit, though the generality of them ds. 

* Marquis of Carnarvon.] £14? ſon to bis Grace the 
Duale of Chandois, who in May 17 20, was at Edinburgh, in 
tour through Scuiland, 


126 | POEMS, 


_— — 
2 — 
th 


Wherefore, pleaſe ſometime here abide, han 1, 
And mandate the dimenſion | Vor | 

| Of minds right ſtout, o buſk 
O that ilk worthy Britiſh peer Or trit 
Wad fellow your example, | ages 
My auld gray head I yet wad rear, o tri 
And ſpread my fkirts mair ample. u hat m 


Shouꝰd London poutch up a' the gear, You'll 
She might ſpare me a ſample: 


In troth his Highneſs ſhou'd live here, claf 
For without oil our lamp will | 10 224 1 
Gang blinkan out. Kunjuſ 

Lang ſyne, my Lord, I had a court, | And g 
And nobles fill'd my cauſey; That in 1 
But ſince I have been fortune's ſport, You m 
T look nae haff ſae gawſy. „e ſthe f 
Vet here brave gentlemen reſort, wr Will g 


And mony a handſome laſly : 
Now that you're lodg'd within my port, 


Fow wiel I wat they'll a' ſay, M 
| Welcome, my Lord. 


For you my beſt cheer I'll produce, 
Pil no mak” muckle vaunting ; 


| 
But routh for pleaſure and for uſe, : WY 
Whatever you be wanting, "2 
You's have at will to chap and chuſe, — 


For few things am ] ſcant in; 
The wale of wiel-ſet ruby juice, 


When you like to be rantin, 31 HAL 

I can afford. 93 In I; 

| ent ho 

13 Shou'd London.] Edinburgh too jufily complains, thi WWcgin, n 
the North of Britain is fo remote from the Court, and ſo rare) 

enjoys the influence of Britiſh flavs of the firſi magnitude. 39 WI 

21 The wale of wicl-iet, &r.] Toe weſt oboice of "flat ious low 


earet, k aVe falſe 
| le, 
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han 1, nor Paris, nor Madrid, ; 

Nor Rome, I trow's mair able 


o buſk you up a better bed, 
Or trim a tighter table. on? 36 
ſons are honourably bred, 
To truth and friendſhip ſtable: 
hat my detracting faces have ſaid, 
You'll find a feigned fable, 40 
| At the firſt ſight, 


y claſſic lear and letters belle, 
And travelling conſpire, 
k unjuſt. notion to repell, 
And god-like thoughts inſpire; 44 
That in ilk action wile and inell 
You may ſhaw manly fire: 
Nee the fair picture of himſell, 
Will give his Grace, your Sire, 48 
Immenſe delight. 


THE PROSPECT OF PLENTY: 


A POEM, 


/n ihe NorTH Sta Fisurry, inſcribed ta the Right He- 
nourable the RovAL BokouGaAs of SCOTLAND. 


— 
— 


4 


2) 

n 
Oppian. Halieutic. Lib. III. 

HALIA, anes again, in blythſome lays, ; 

In lays immortal,' chant the North Sea's praiſe. 


ent how the Caledonians, lang ſupine, 
begin, mair wiſe, to open baith their een; 


32 


lains, tha 
1 fo rare) 
de 


. 39 What my detracting faes.] Thoſe vo, from a mas» 
vice of fu 


ous low prejudice,*( only the ſcum indeed of our neighbours } 
1. felſely redreached vs with being rude, unhbeſpitable, and 
a7, 
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And, as they ought, t' employ that ſtore which hcay'y 
In fic abundance to their hands has giv'n. 6 
Sac heedleſs heir, born to a lairdſhip wide, 

That yields mair plenty than he kens to guide; 


hen ſh; 
geguile 
hus m: 


Not wiel acquainted wi' his ain geod luck, 5 0 1 
Lets ilka ſneaking fellow take a pluck; - 1 — 0 


Till at the lang- run, wi” a heart right fair, 
ſees the bites grow bein, as he grows bare; 
en wak' ning, looks about wi' glegger glowr, 
And learns to thrive, wha ne'er hos rht on't before, 
Nae nation in the warld can — I 
The plenteous product of this happy iſle : 


lac plea 
eU find 
Der lan 
f toom 
Vhite ot 


But paſt'ral _— and ſweet =o !fic plains, . 
That can at will command the ſafteſt ſtrains, to ws 
Stand yont ; for Amphitrite claims our ſang, {ol o 


Wha round fair Thule drives her finny thrang, 2 But d: 
O'er ſhaws of coral, and the pearly ſands, vs 

To Scotia's ſmootheſt lochs and cryſtal ſtrands, r. = 
There keeps the tyrant pike his awfu' court, „ae 
Here trouts and ſalmon in clear channels ſport. * raw 


Wae to that hand, that dares by day or night ie fabr 
Defile the ſtream where ſporting fries delight. a 


3 * 
But herrings, lovely fiſh, like beſt to play, 3 
In rowan ocean, or the open bay: h * 
, | 


In crowds amazing thro” the waves they ſhine, rns 
Millions on millions form ilk equal line: Wy 

Nor dares th”. imperial whale, unleſs by ſtealth, hil fo 
Attack their firm united nn | — * 
But artfu* nets, and fiſhers Wylie ſkill, hall a b. 
Can bring the ſcaly natiors to their will. he rant! 
When theſe retire to caverns of the deep, hall fo 0 
Or in their 00zy beds thro* winter fleep, ba whia 


19 Amphitrite.] The wife of Neptune. 

20 Thule.] The nertbern iſlands of Scotland are allow:! 
all to be the Thule of the ancients, 

25 Wae to that hand, &c.] There are ach of Pari 
ment which ſeverely p robibit fleehing of lint, or any ether ug 
defiling theſe alias rivers where /almen abound, 
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ch heav'n 


hen ſhall the tempting bait, and ſtented ſtring, 

evile the cod, the ſea-cat, tuſk, and ling: 
hus may our fiſhery thro” a the year 

e ſtill employ'd t* encreaſe the public gear. 40 
Delytefu' labour, where the induſtrious gains 

Profits furmounting ten times a' his pains. 

ac pleaſure like ſucceſs ;; then lads ſtand be, 

e!1 find it endleſs in the Northern Sea. 

Ver lang wi' empty brag wi” have been vain * 


©; 


10 


f toom dominion on the plenteous main, 

Vhite others ran away wi' a' the gain. 

hus proud Iberia vaunts of ſov reign ſway 
Der countries rich, frae riſe to ſet o day; 
he graſps the ſhadow, but the ſubſtance tines, 30 
Vhile a' the reſt o Europe milk her mines. 

But dawns the day ſets Britain on her feet; 
ang look't-for's come at laſt, and welcome beꝰt; 
or numerous fleets ſhall hem AÆbudan rocks; 
ommanding ſeas, wi” rowth to raiſe our ſtocks; 

lor can this be a toom chimera found, 1 
he fabric's bigget on the ſureſt ground. 
ma' is our need to toil on foreign ſhores, 

hen we have baith the Indies at our doors: 

et, for diverſion, laden veſſels may | 6o 
o far aff nations cut the liquid way; 
Nad fraught frac ika port what's nice or bra”, 

hile for their trifles we maintain them a. 
ths, Vandals, Gauls, Heſperians, and the Moors, 
tall a” be treated frae our happy ſhores: | 65 
he rantin Germans, Ruffians, and the Poles, 
hall feaſt wi” pleaſure on our guſty ſholes: 

or which deep in their treaſures we ſhall dive: 
bus by fair trading, North Sea ſtock ſhall thrive. 
dae far the bonny proſpe gave delight, 79 
Lhe warm ideas gart the mule take flight, 


Ith, 


re allowell 


7 of Park: 


, obey — 48 Iberia.] Spain. 


54 Zbudan rocks.] The Lewis and other weſtern iſlandt. 
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When ſtraight a grumblctonian appears, The D. 
Peghing fu' fair beneath a lade of fears: (fin hey'll | 
« Wow! that's bra” news, quoth he, *to make fodMang ha 
But gin ye be nae warlock, how d' ye ken? Md ſuck 


Does Tam the Rhymer ſpae oughtlins of this? 
Or do ye propheſy juſt as ye wh? 

Will projects thrive in this abandon'd place? 
Unſonfy we had ne'er ſae meikle 8 

I fear, I fear, your towring aim fa' ſhort, 


hence 1 
han e' 
O mig 
aun ba 
Way he 


Alake we winn o'er far frae king and court! or fear 
The Southerns will wi' pith your project bauk, are ſhe 
They'll never thole this great deſign to tak.“ ore ſhe 
Thus do the dubious ever countermine, urſe on 
Wi' party wrangle, iJka fair deſign. merit 
How ean a ſaul that has the uſe o thought, rant the 
Be to fic little creeping fancies brought o buy ti 
Will Britain's king or parliament gaiuſtand ut frae t 
The univerſal profit o* the land? heſe pec 
Now when nae ſep' rate intereſt eags to ſtrife, bar 
The ancient nations join'd like man and wife, p ilka f. 
Maun ſtudy cloſe for peace and thriving's ſake, Ah ſlot 
Aff a' the wiſſen' d leaves o ſpite to ſhake: ow dow 
Let's weave and fiſh to ane anither's hands, ow wor! 
And never mind wha ſerves or wha commands; Wha tho: 
But baith alike conſult the common weal, hile act 
Happy that moment friendſhip makes us leal ll raviſt 
To truth and right—then ſprings a ſhining day, er lang 
Shall clouds of ſma'ꝰ miſtakes drive fait away. nd loot f 
Miſtakes and private int'reſt hence be gane, 100 Wor can v 
Mind what ye did on dire Pharſalia's plain, t now t 
Where doughty Romans were by Romans ſlain. Here dic 
A meaner phantom neiſt, wi meikle dread, Il kame- 
Attacks wi” ſenſeleſs fears the weaker head: ther ſei 
| i' narro 

76 Tam the Rhymer.] Thomas  Learmond, alia: 
Rbymer, lived in the reign of Alexander the III. king of rz A, 
and is held in great efteem by the wulgar for bis dark predifiu.) .. ._ p 
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The Dutch,“ ſay they, « will ſtrive your lot to ſtap, 
hey'll toom their banks before you — their crap: 
ang have they ply'd that trade like biſy bees, 

nd ſuck'd the profit oꝰ the Pictland feas ; 

hence riches fiſh't mair, by themſelves confeſt, 

han &'er they made by Indies Eaſt and Weſt.” 110 
O mighty fine and greatly was it ſpoke ! 

aun bauld Britannia bear Batavia's yoke ? 


* 


ay ſhe not apen her ain pantry door, 


or fear the paughty ſtate ſhou'd gre a roar ! 


are ſhe nane o' her herrings ſell or prive, 115 


ore ſhe ſay, „Dear Matkie, wi” ye'r leave? 

urſe on the wight wha tholes a thought ſae tame, 

e merits not the manly Briton's name. 

rant they're good allies, yet its hardly wiſe 

o buy their friendſhip at fac high a price: 120 
ut frae that airth we needna fear great ſkaith, 

heſe people, right auldfarren, will be laith 

o thwart a nation, wha wi' eaſe can draw 

p ilka fluice they have, and drown them a. 

Ah flothfu* pride! a kingdom's greateſt curſe, 125 
ow dowft looks gentgy wi' an empty purſe ? 

ow worthleſs is a poor and haughty drone, 

ha thowleſs ſtands a lazy looker on? 

ile active ſauls a ſtagnant life defpiſe, 

il raviſh'd wi” new ee as they riſe. 130 
er lang, in troth, have we by-ſtanders been, 


nd loot fouk lick the white out o' our een: 


or can we yt. them, fince they had our vote, 
t now they'ſe get the whiſtle of their groat. 
Here did the muſe intend a while to reſt, 135 


il hame-o'er ſpitefu* din her lugs oppreſt; 


ither ſet o! the envyfu” kind 


Vi narrow notions horridly confin'd), 


132 And loot fouk lick, &-.) Thi: phraſe is altvν‘ů ap- 
at hen people, wth pretence of frien!/bip, du vou an ill tara, 
"mc .icking a mote ou: of your eye mates it bee lſbot. 
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Wag their boſs noddles, ſyne wi' ſilly ſpite 


Land ilka worthy project in a bite. 140 


They force wi” aukward girn their ridicule, 
And ca” ilk ane concern'd a ſimple fool, 
Excepting fore wha a' the lave will nick, 
And gi'e them nought but bare whop-ſhafts to lick. 
Malicious envy ! root of a' debates, 

The plague'o* government, and bane o' ſtates; 
The nurſe o poſitive deſtructive ſtrife, 
Fair Friendſhip's fae, which ſours the ſweets o' life; 
Promoter o' ſedition and baſe fead, 
Still over-joy'd to ſee a nation bleed. I; 
Stap, ſtap, my laſs, forgetna where ye'r gawn, 
If ye rin on, heav'n kens where ye may lan'; 
Turn to your fiſhers* ſang, and let fouk ken 
The North Sea ſkippers are leal-hearted men, 
Vers'd in the critic ſeaſons o' the year, I; 
When to ilk bay the fiſhing buſh ſhould ſteer : 

ere to hawl up wi' joy the plenteous fry, 
Which on the decks in ſhining heaps ſhall lye, 
Till carefu* hands, ey'n while they've vital heat, 


Shall be employ'd to ſave their juices ſweet ; I6 


Strick tent they'll takꝰ to ſtow them we ſtrang brine, 
In barrels tight, that ſhall nae liquor tine ; 

Then in the foreign markets we ſhall ſtand 

WY upright front, and the firſt ſale demand. 

This, this our faithfu* truſtees have in view, 16 
And Ronourably will the taſk purſue ; 

Nor are they bigging caſtles in a cloud, 

Their ſhips already into action ſcud. 


151 Laſs.] The Muſe. 

154 North Sea tkippers.] The managers. | 

159. Vital heat] Jt is @ vaſt advantage fo cure them 
mediately after they are talen. 

161 Strang brine. Foreign ſalt. 

168 Into action ſeud.] Several large ſbips are «i 
employs, ard took in their fail and barrels a ment ago. 
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Now, dear ill natur'd billies, ſay nae mair, 

t leave the matter to their prudent care; 170 
bey re men o' candor, and right wiel they wate 

hat truth and honeſty hads lang the gate: 

oulder to ſhoulder let's ſtand and ſtout, 

nd there's nae fear but we'll ſoon make it out; 

e' ve reaſon, law, and nature on our ſide, 175 
d have nae bars, but party, floth, and pride. 

When a's in order, as it ſoon will be, 

ad fleets o* buſhes fill the Northern Sea, 

hat hapefu* images wi joy ariſe, 

order rang'd before the muſe's eyes; 180 
wood o* maſts, wiel mann'd— their jovial din, 

ke eydent bees gawn out and coming in. 

ere haff a nation, healthfu', wiſe, and ſtark, 

7 ſpirits only tint for want o' wark, 

all now find place their genius to exert, = 185 
hile in the common good they act their part. 

heſe, fit for ſervitude, ſhall bear a hand, 

d theſe find government form'd for command. 

ſides, this as a nurſery ſhall breed 

out frill'd marines, when Britain's navies need. 190 
leas'd wi” their labour, when their taſk is done, 

bey'll leave green Thetis to embrace the ſun : 

en freſheſt fiſh ſhall on the brander bleeze, 

nd lend the biſy browſter wife a heez : 

tile healthfu' hearts ſhall own their honeſt flame, 
reaming quaff, and whomelt to her name, 195 
haſe active motion to his heart did reach, 

$8 ſhe the cods was turning on the beech. 

urs'd poortith, Love and Hymen's deadly fac, 

hat gars young fouk in prime cry alt, Ob hey,” 
Vol. I. M 
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172 Hads lang the gate.] old? long up its lead, longef! 
s the bigh way or gute 
I98 The beech.] The beech is a number of big [fonc:, 
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And ſingle live, till age and runkles ſhaw 
Their canker'd ſpiritꝰs good for nought at a”; ) 


ceanus 


ritons a 
Now flit your camp, far frae our confines ſco ur, nd danc 
Our lads and laſſes ſoon ſhall flight your pow'r; hile a 


For rowth ſhall cheriſh love, and love ſhall bring he ſea-l 
Mae men t' improve the ſoil and ſerve the king. 24M Britons 


'Thus univerſal Plenty ſhall produce richer 
* to the ſtate, and arts for joy and uſe, ang tig 
O Plenty! thou delyte o' great and ſma', read a 
Thou nervous ſinnow o' baith war and law: erika 
The ſtateſmanꝰs drift, ſpur to the artiſt's ſkill, reat Ne 
Nor does the very flamens like thee ill ; f endlef 
The ſhabby poets hate thee! that's a lie, elang ſ. 
Or elſe they are nae of a mind wr me. is true, 
Plenty ſball cultivate ilk ſcawp and muir, M $ep/e 


Now lee and bare, becauſe the landlord's poor. 
On ſcroggy braes ſhall akes and aſhes grow, 
And bonny gardens clead the brecken how. TE 
Do others backward dam the raging main, 
Raiſing on barren ſands a flow'ry plain ; 


By us then ſhou'd the thought o't be endur'd, Ine 
To let braid tracts o' land lye unmanur'd? 

Uncultivate nae mair they ſhall appear, You 
But ſhine wi' a' the beauties of the year; To 
Which ſtart wi? eaſe frae the obedient ſoil, 2 An 
And ten times o'er reward a little toil, Sli 


Alang wild ſhores, where tumbling hillows. break, 
Pleniſht wi? nought but ſhells and tangle wreck, 
Bra' towns ſhall riſe, wi' ſteeples mony a ane, 
And houſes bigget a* wiꝰ eſtler ſtane; 
Where ſchools polite ſhall lib'ral arts diſplay, 


And make auld barb'rous darkneſs fly away. wing © 
Now Nereus riſing frae his watry bed, ung her 
The pearly drops hap down his lyart head ; r cheek 
. | net and 

212 Flamens.] Pricfts. ' tyning 


219 The raging main.] The Dutch have gained 6 pro 1 
aul. from the ſea, e us af 
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ceanus wi” pleaſure hears him ſing, 233 
3) tons and Nereids form a jovial ring; 
"OUT, nd dancing on the deep, attention draw, 
Wr; ile a* the winds in love, but ſighing, blaw. 
bring he ſea-born prophet ſang in ſweeteſt ſtrain, 
eing. Britons, be blyth, fair queen of iſles be fain; 
richer people never ſaw the ſun : 241 
ſe. ang tightly thro* what fairly you've begun; 
's read a' your fails and ſtreamers in the wind, 
: r ilka pow r in ſea and air's your friend; 
ill, tat Neptune's unexhauſted bank has ſtore 243 
f endleſs wealth, will gar yours a' run oer.“ 
eſang ſae loud, round af © the echoes flew, 
is true, he ſaid ; and they return'd, Tis true. 
, Seplember, 1720. - 4 
oor, ds 
's THE RISE AND FALL OF STOCKS, 
, : | I 7 20. 
4 4 Er1STLE fo the Right Hon. my LorD Rausar, n 
ons in Paris. | 
Your pettifoggers damn their fouls / 
To ſbare xvith knaves in cheating fools ; 
: And merchants, vent ring on the main, 
Slight pirates, rocla, and horns, for gain. 
ws hreak, | HUDIBRAS, 
vreck, MY LORD, | 
me, ITHOUTTEN preface or preamble, 
| My fancy being on the ramble; 
ay, ranſported wi” an honeſt paſſion, 
ay. wing our 1 bambouzl'd nation, 
ing her nails, her knuckles wringing, 4 
d; r checks ſae blae, her lip ſae hinging; ' 
net and vexation's like to kill her, 
'tyning baith her tick and filler. 
| gained Alow me then to make a comment Tr 
| this affair of greateſt moment, o 
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Which has fa'n out, my Lord, lince ye 


Left Lothian and the Edge-well tree : 2 
And, wi' your leave, I needna ſtickle chan 
To lay we're in a ſorry pickle, E 
Since poortith o'er ilk head does hover mg 
Frae John-a-Groat's houſe, ſouth to Dover. Te mot 
Sair have we pelted been wi' ſtocks, Ag. 
Caſting our credit at the cocks; . 
Lang 17 of the higheſt treaſon 1 we 
Aga the government of reaſon : my . 
e madly at our ain expences, 3 
Stock · jobb'd away our caſh and ſenſes, + Ld 
As little bairns frac winnocks high —_ 
Drap down faip bells to waiting fry, yer 
Wha run and wreſtle for the prize, | E "ns: 
Wi' face erect and watchfuꝰ eyes; l * 
The lad wha gleggeſt waits upon it, . 
Receives the bubble on his bonnet, n 
Views wi' delight the ſhining beau - thing, | * Pe 
Which in a twinkling burſts to nothing: | 4 5 
Sac Britain brought on a' her troubles, bann 
By running daftly after bubbles. 5 3 
Impos'd on by lang- nebbit jugglers, | me | 
8 brokers, cheating n h _ 
Wha ſet their gowden girns fae wylie, 125 = 
Theo? ne er ſae cautious they'd beguile ye: I 
The covetous infatuation * look 
Was ſmittle out o'er a' the nation; | e wiel 
ae big 
12 Edge-well tree.} An al- tree which grows on „is fair t 
of a fine ſpring, nigh the caſile of Dalhouſie, very much oj! uſtcad of 
ed by the country people, who give wut, that before any of ! MI The ter 
ily died, a branch fell from the Edge-well tree. The ai t lent L 
ame feu years ago, fell altogether ; but another ſprang / 0 billies 
1 ſame rost, which is now tall and flouriſbing, and lag they 0 
4. 
16 John-a-Groat's houſe. ] The northernmoſt bou/e in !) On!) 
dad. | 50 He 
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ergy and lawyers and phyſicians, 

ſechanics, merchants, and muſicians : 
ith ſexes, of a' forts and ſizes, , 
Irapp'd ilk deſign, and jobb'd for prizes: 

tat noblemen to livery varlets; 

rae topping todfts 8 harlots: 

oetic dealers were bat ſcarce, 

s browden ſtill on caſh than verſe ; 

nly ae bard to coach did mount, 
| finging praiſe to Sir John Blunt; 
ut ſince his mighty patron fell, 
le looks juſt like Jock Blunt himſell, 

Some lords and lairds ſell'd riggs and caſtles, 
nd play'd them aff wi” tricky raſcals, 

ha now wi” rowth O riches vapour, 

ile their late honours live on paper; 
but ah! the difference twixt good land, 
lud a poor bankrupt bubble's band. 

Thus Europeans Indians rifle, 
Ind give them for their gowd ſome trifle ; - 
ls deugs of velvet, chips of cryſtal, 
| facon's bell, or baubie Whiſtle. 

Merchants and bankers heads gade wrang, 
hey thought to millions they might ſpang, 
eſpis'd the yirtuous road to gain, 
Ind look'd on little bills wi pain; 

he wiel- win thouſands of ſome years, 

| ae big bargain difappears : | 

is fair to bide, but wha can help it, 
uſtcad of coach, on foot they ehh it. 
The ten per cents wha durſtua venture, 
but lent great ſums upon indenture, 

0 billies wha as frankly war'd it, 
they out oꝰ their guts had ſpar d it: 


N 3 
47 Only ae bard, &c.] Fide Dick Franllin': epifile. 
zo He looks juſt like Jock Blunt.) This is commonly 
d of a perſon who is out of countenance at « diſappantment. 
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When craving money they have lent, 
They're anſwer d, Iten, « A” is ſpent: 
The miſer hears him wi' a gloom, 
Girns like a brock, and bites his thumb, 
Syne ſhores to grip him by the wyſon, 
And keep him a* his days in priſon, 

he debtor, 
But that can never mend the matter: 
As ſoon can I mount Charle-wain, 
As pay ye back your gear again. 
Poor mouldy rins quite by himſell, 
And bans like ane broke look frac hell. 
It lulls a wee my mullygrubs, 
Fo think upon theſe bitten ſcrubs, 
When naething faves their vital low, 
But the expences of a tow. | 

Thus children aft wi* carefu* hands, 
In fummer dam up little ſtrands, 
Collect the drizel to a pool, | 
In which their glowing limbs they cool; 
Till by comes Se ill-deedy gift, 
Wha in the bulwark makes a rift, 
And wi' ae ſtrake, in ruins lays 
The work of uſe, art, care, and days. 
Even handy craftſmen too turn'd ſaucy, 

And maun be coaching't thro? the cauſey; 
Syne ſtroot fu” paughty in the alley, 
Transferring thouſands wi* ſome valle“; 
Grow rich in fancy, treat their whore, 
Nor mind they were, or ſhall be poor, 
Like little Joves they treat the fair, 
Wi' gowd frae banks built in the air; 


$3 By himſell.] Mad; out of bis wits. © 
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or which their Danaes lift the lap, 105 

nd compliment them wi” a clap; 

hich by aft jobbing grows a pox, 

Till brigs of noſes fa”. wi' ſtocks, 

Here coachmen, 'grooms, or paſment trotter, 

litter d a while, then turn'd to ſnotter; 110 

ike a ſhot ſtarn, that thro? the air 

yts eaſt or weſt wi unco glare, 

But found neiſt day on hillock fide, 

ae better ſeems nor paddock ride. 
Some reverend brethren left their flocks, 113 

And ſank their ſtipends in the ſtocks; 

oWut tining baith, like Aſop's colly, 

er late, they now lament their folly. 

For three warm months, May, June, and July, 

here was odd ſcrambling for the ſpulzy; 120 

Ind mony a ane, till he grew tir'd, 

)ather'd what gear his heart deſir'd. g 

We thought that dealer's ſtock an ill ane, 

That was not wordy haff a million. | 
had this golden age but laſted, 125 

Ind no ſae ſoon been broke and blaſted, 

ſhere is a perſon wiel I ken 

ght wi' the beſt gane right far benn; 

ls project better had ſucceeded, 

und far leſs labour had he needed; 130 

but tis a' daffin to debate, 

nd aurgle-bargain wi” our fate. 

Viel, had this gowden age but laſted, 

d not ſae ſoon heen broke and blaſted, 

D wow, my Lord, theſe had been days 135 

ich dry! & have claim'd your poet's lays ; | 

put ſoon, alake! the mighty Dagon 

Vas feen to fa“ without a rag on: 
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Io5 Danaes.] Danag, the daughter of Acrißus, ting of 
rgos, to whom Fupiter deſcended in a ſhower of gold, 

127 A perſon, &c.] Meaning myſelf, with regard to my 
uting this volume by ſubſcription, 
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In harveſt was a dreadfu? thunder, 
Which gart a' Britain glowr and wonder; 
The phizzing bowt came wi' a blatter, 
And dry'd our great ſea to a gutter. 
But mony fouk wi” wonder ſpeir, 
What can become of a' the gear? 
For a' the country is repining, 
And ilka ane complains of tyning. 
Plain anſwer J had beſt let be, 
And tell ye juſt a ſimilie. 
Like Belzie when he nicks a witch, 
Wha ſells her ſaul ſhe may be rich; 
He finding this the bait to damn her, 
Caſts o'er her een his cheating glamour: 
She ſigns and ſeals, and he aferds 
Her heaps of viſionary hoords; 
But when ſhe comes to count the cunzie, 
*Tis a' ſklate ſtanes inftead of money. 
Thus we've been trick' d wi” bra” projectors, 
And faithfu* managing directors, 
Wha for our caſh, the ſaul of trade, 
Bonny propines of paper made; 
On tooting clean, drawn unco fair, 
Had they not vaniſht into air, 
When South Sea tide was at a hight, 
My fancy took a daring flight; 
Thalia, — muſe; infpir'd 
My breaſt, and me wi' | eu fight fir'd; 


"Rapt into future months, I ſaw 


The rich rial Babel fa“; 

*Yond ſeas I ſaw the upſtarts drifting, 
Leaving their coaches For the lifting. 
Theſe houfes fit for wights gane mad, 

I ſaw cramm'd fou as they cou'd had; 
While little ſauls ſunk wi deſpair, 
Implor'd cauld death to end their care, 
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t now a ſweeter ſcene I view, I75 
ime has, and time ſhall prove Pm true; 
x fair Aſtrea moves frae heav'n, 
d ſhortly ſhall make a' odds even: 
e honeſt man ſhall be regarded, | 
nd villains, as they ought, rewarded. 286 
he ſetting moon and roſie dawn 
peak a ſhining day at hand: 
glorious ſun ſhall ſoon ariſe, 
o brighten up Britannia's ſkies: 
ur king and ſenate ſhall engage 185 
o drive the vultures off the ſtage: 
ride then ſhall flouriſh, and ilk art 
lively vigour ſhall impart 
o credit, languiſhing and famiſht, | 
nd Lombard-ſtreet be repleniſht. 190 
dot ſafe aſhore after this blaſt, 
ritons ſhall ſmile at follies paſt. 
God grant your Lordſhip Joy and health, 
ing days and rowth of real wealth ; 
ife to the Land of Cakes heav'n ſend ye, 195 
d trac croſs accidents defend ye. L 


Edinburgh, March 25th, 1 721. 
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PROLOGUE, 


ole by one of the young Gentlemen obo, for their improvement 
and diverſion, acted the ORPARAN and CHEATS of SCAPINg 
the lafl aight of the year 1719. 


dx a” lads, and bonny laſſes, welcome here— 
But wha's to entertain ye—never ſpeer 

Vuietneſs is beſt—Tho? we be leal and true, 

ood ſenſe and wit's mair than we dare avowW 

omebody ſays to ſome fouk, We're to blame: 

Lat 'tis a ſcandal and black burning ſhame. 


cody, ct · xcte 
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To thole young callands thus to grow ſae ſnack, 
And lear—O mighty crimes — to ſpeak and act.— 
Stage plays, quoth Dunce, are unco things indeed ! 
He ſaid, he gloom d and ſhook his thick boſs head, 
They're Papery, Papery !—cry*'d his nibour neiſt, 
Contriv'd at Rome by ſome malignant prieſt, 

To witch away fouks minds frae doing wiel, 

As ſaith Rab Ker *, MMillan and M*Neil. 

But let them tauk.—In ſpite of ik cadaver - 
We'll cheriſh wit, and feorn their fead or fa vour: 
We'll ſtrive to bring in active eloquence, 

Tho” for a while upon our fame's expence. 

I'm wrang—Our fame will mount wi' mettled carles, 

And for the reſt, we'll be aboon their ſnarls,— 

Knock down the fools, wha dare wi” empty rage 
it in the face of virtue and the ſtage. 

*Cauſe heretics in pulpits thump and rair, 

Muſt naithing orthodox b* expected there! 

Becauſe a Rump cut off a royal head, 

Muſt not anither parli'ment ſacceed ? 

Thus tho? the Drama's aft debauch'd and rude, 

Muſt we, for ſome are bad, refuſe the good ? 

Anſwer me that —if there be ony lag, 

That's come to keck upon us here incog. * 

Anes, twice, thrice—But now I think on't, ſtay, 

I've ſomething elſe to do, and muſt away 

This prologue was defign:d for uſe and ſport, 

The chiel that made it, let him anſwer for't. 


* Rab Ker.] One who puts the canting phraſes of M*M! 


| lan and M*Neil (two non-conferming bill-preachers ), ' 
oretcbed rhyme. 7 
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UPID THROWN INTO THE SOUTH SEA. 


YRTILLA, as like Venus ſell 
As e'er an egg was like anither, 
Ines Cupid met upon the Mall, 
And took her for his bonny mither. 


e wing' d his way up to her breaſt: 

She ſtarted, he cry'd, Mam, tis me; 
ſhe beauty, in o'er raſh a jeſt, 

Flang the arch gytling in South Sea. 


rae thence he raiſe wi' gilded wings, 

His bow and ſhafts to gowd were chang'd ; 
eel's i“ the ſea, quoth he, it dings: | 
Syne back to Mall and park he rang'd. 
reathing miſchief, the god look'd gurly, 
Wi' transfers a' his darts were feather'd; 
le made a horrid hurly burly, 

Where beaus and belles were thickeſt gather'd. 
le tentily Myrtilla fought, . 

And in the thrang Change-Alley got her; 
le drew his bow, and Fc, as thought 

WY a bra” new ſubſcription ſhot her. 


— 
THE SATYR'S COMIC PROJECT 
FOR RECOVERING 
k YOUNG BANKRUPT S TOCK-JOBBER. 
5 A SONG. 


)* the ſhore of a low ebbing ſea *, 
A ſighing young jobber was ſeen, 


From the beginning ie the 20th line, fig to the tune of Co- 


I's Complaints 
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Staring wiſhfully at an old tree 
Which grew on the neighbouring green. 
There's a tree that can finiſh the ſtrife 
And diſorder that wars in my breaſt, 
What need one be pain'd with his life, 
When a halter can purchaſe him reſt ? 


Sometimes he would ſtamp and look wildz 
' Then roar out a terrible curſe 
On bubbles that had him beguil'd, 
And left ne'er a doit in his purſe, 
A Satyr that wander'd along, 
With a laugh to his raving reply'd ; 
The ſavage maliciouſly ſung, 
And jok'd while the ſtock-jobber cry d. 


To mountains and rocks he complain'd, 
His cravat vas batch'd with his tears; 
The Satyr drew near like a friend, 
And bid him abandon his fears. 
* Said he, Have ye been at the ſea, 
And met with a contrary wind, 
That you rail at fair Fortune ſo free? 
Don't blame the poor goddeſs, ſhe's blind 


Come hold up thy head, fooliſh wight, 
I'll teach thee the loſs to retrieve ; 
Obſerve me this project aright, 
And think not of hanging, but live. 
Hecatiſſa, conceited and old, 
Affects in her airs to ſeem young, 
Her jointure yields plenty of gold, 
And plenty of nonſenſe her tongue. 


Ley foge to her for a ſhort ſpace, 
| e'er mind that ſhe's wrinkled or gray; 


* From the 2 1½ line, where the Satyr begins to Neal, ng 


the tune of; The kirk wad let me be. 
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xtol her for beauty and grace, 
And doubt not a, gaining the day. 
n wedlock you fairly may join, 
And when of her wealth you are ſure, 
ſake free with the old woman's coin, 


And purchale a iprightly young w——, 
TO THE MUSIC CLUB. 
R on old Shinar's plain the fortreſs roſe, 


Rear'd by thoſe giants who durſt heav'n oppoſe ; 


u univerſal language mankind us'd, 

ill daring crimes brought accents more confus'd ;; 
cord and jar for puniſhment were hurl'd 
In hearts and tongues of the rebellious world. 
The primar ſpeech with notes harmonious clear, 
ranſpoſing thought, gave 3 to the ear; 
hen muſic in its full perfection ſhin'd, 
When man to man melodious ſpoke his mind. 

As when a richly fraughted fleet is loſt 

rolling deeps, far from the ebbing coaſt, 
Down many fathoms of the liquid mals, 
he artiſt dives in ark of oak, or braſs, 
natches ſome ingots of Peruvian ore, 
dwith his prize rejoicing makes the ſhore, 
it this attempt is made, and much they find ; . 
hey ſwell in wealth tho* much is le& behind. 
Amphion's ſons, with minds elate and bright, 
us plunge th* unbounded ocean of delight, 
1d daily gain new ſtores of pieaſing ſounds 
0 glad the earth, fixing to ſpleen its bounds ; 
tile vocal tubes and concert ſtrings engage 
0ſpeak the diale& of the golden age. 


to ſpeab, fen you whoſe ſymphony of ſouls proclaim 


dur Kin to heav'n, add to your country's fame, 
Vel. I. NN a 
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And ſhew that muſic may have as good fate 
In Albion's glens, as Umbria's green retreat; 
And with Correlli's ſoft Italian ſong 

Mix Crwwden- Knows and Winter nights are long: 
Nor ſhould the martial pibrovgh be deſpis'd; 


Own'd and refin'd by you, theſe ſhall the more be priz' 


Each raviſh'd ear extols your heav*nly art, 
Which ſoothes our care, andelevates the heart, 
Whilſt hoarſer ſounds the martial ardors move, 
And liquid nates invite to ſhades and love, 

Hail, fafe reſtorer of diſtemper'd minds, 
That with delight the raging paſſion binds ; 
Extatic — only baniſh'd hell, 

Moſt perfect where the perfect beings dwell. 
Long may our youth attend thy charming rites, 
Long may they reliſh thy tranſporting ſweets. 


— N —— 


WINE AND MUSIC : 
AN ODE, 


SYMON, 


O CoLix how dull is't to be, 
When a ſoul is ſinking wi” pain, 
To one who is pained like me : 
My life's grown a load, 
And my faculties nod, 
While I gh for cold Jeanie ig vain : 
By beauty and fcorn I am ſlain: | 
The wound it 1s mortal and deep, 
My pulſes beat low in each vein, 


And threaten eternal fleep. 


COLIN, 
Come, here are the beſt cures for thy woundꝭ, 
O boy, the cordial bow! ! | 
With ſoft harmonzous {ſounds ; 
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Vounds ! theſe can cure all wounds, 
With ſoft harmonious ſounds, 
And pull off the cordial bowl. 

) Symon, ſink thy care, and tune up thy drooping ſoul: 

Above, the gods beinly bouze, 
When round they meet in a ring; 

They caſt away care and carouſe . > 

Their nectar, while they ſing: 
They drink and cheerfully ſing, 
Theſe make the blood circle fine; 

Strike up the muſic, 
The ſafeſt phyſic, 
ompounded with ſparkling wine. 


— . ——ů— 


I the G rAT Ectirsr of the SUN, the 22d of April, nine 
"clock of the morning, wrote a month before it bappenedy 
March, 1715. 

ow do I preſs among the learned throng, 
To tell a great Eclipſe in little ſong. 

t me nor ſcheme nor demonſtration aſk, 

hat is our Gregory's “ or fam'd Halley's taſk ; 
is they who are converſant with each ſtar, 

ho know how planets planets rays debar ; 

his to pretend, my oe 1s not fo bold, 

e only echoes what the has been told. ; 

Our rolling globe + will ſcarce have made the fun 

em half way up Olympus to have run, 

Then night's pale queen, in her oft changed way, 

Vill intercept in direct line his ray, by 

and make black night vir the throne of day. 

2 


* Our Gregory's.] Mr. Gregory, Profeſſor of Mathe- 
ics in Edihbyrgb. Fam'd Halley.] . Fellow of the Royas 
iety, London. 


Rolling globe. ] According to the Cepernican ſyſtem, 
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The curious will attend that hour with care, = ka 


Andwiſh no clouds may hover in the air, 

To dark the medium, and obſtruct from ſight 

The gradual motion and decay of light; 

Whilſt thoughtleſs fools will view the water-pail, 

To ſee which of the planets will prevail - 

For then they think the ſun and moon make war; 

Thus nurſes tales oft times the judgment mar. THT 
When this ſtrange darkneſs overſhades the plains, 

*T will give an odd ſurpriſe to unwarn'd ſwains ; 

Plain honeſt hinds, who do not know the cauſe, 

Nor know of orbs, their motjons or their laws, OME « 

Will from the half-plough'd furrows homeward bend 

In dire confuſion, judging that the end | 

Of time approacheth ; thus poſſeſt with fear, 


* — 
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They'll think the general conflagration near, ROM | 
The traveller, benighted on the road, This 
Will turn devout, and ſupplicate his God. iſt as th 
Cocks with their careful mates and younger fry, mce M 
As if*t were evening, to their roofts will fly. d moſ 
The horned cattle will forget to feed, ence "tn 
And come home lowing from the graſſy mead. ram ti 
Each bird of day will to his neft repair, $ late th 
And leave to bats and owls the duſky air. leſe qu: 


The lark, and little rohin's ſofter lay 

Will not be heard till the return of day. a 
Now this will be great part of Europe's caſe, Eaſy 
While Phebe's as a — on Phoebus? face. the gen 


The unlearn'd clowns, who don't our æra know, cant rad 
From this dark Friday will their ages ſhow ; Witute W 
As I have often heard old country men, 21 This en 
Talk of dark Monday, and their ages then. ” 

The Club 


Not long ſhall laſt this ſtrange uncommon gloomy 
When light diſpels the ploughman's fear of doom; 


a ny Len ; 


With merry heart he'll lift his raviſh'd fight 1 auiboy 
Up to the heav'ns, and welcome back the light. Wing * 
lane N 


How juſt's the motions of thefe whirling ſpheres ! 


Which ne'er can err while time is mete by years. , Cc. 
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ow great's the power of that omnific hand! 
ho gave them motion by his wiſe command, | 
hat they ſhould not, while time had being, ſtand. 


OD | 
THE GENTLEMAN'S QUALIFICATIONS, 


AS DEBATED BY 
OME OF THE FELLOWS OF THE EASY CLUB *, 
April=-1715. 


This we deſpiſe, and that we over-rate, 
iſt as the fancy takes, we love or hate. 
mce Whig and Tory live in endleſs jar, 
d moſt of families in civil war; 
ence mongſt the eaſieſt men beneath the ſkies, 
vn in their eaſy dome, debates ariſe : 
late they did with ſtrength of judgment ſcan 
leſe qualities that form a gentleman. 


N 3 


* Eaſy Club.] A juvenile ſociety, of which J am a fellow, 

the general antipathy we all ſermed to have at the ili-hum our 
I contradiftigns which ariſe from tr ifles, eſpecially thoſe which 
Witute Whig and Tory, without baving the grand reaſon for 
| This engaged us to take a pleaſure in the jound of an Eaſy 
” 
The Club, by one of nur ſpecial lawwe, muſt not exceed twelve; 
any gentleman at bis admiſſion vas do take the name of ſome 
tt auibor, or one eminent jor ſuuetbing extraordinary, for 
uring bis real name inthe regiſler of our lucubrations, ſuch as 
named in this debule, T ifpermdlioco, Buchanany Hedtor 
5 e. 


20M different ways of thinking comes debate, 2 
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Firſt Tippermalloch pled with Spaniſh grace, 
That gentry only ſprung from ancient race, 
Whoſe names in old records of time were fix'd, 
In whoſe rich veins ſome royal blood was mix'd. 
] being a poet ſprung from a Douglas” loin, 

In this proud thought did with the doctor join; 
With this addition if they could fpeak ſenſe, 


Ambitious I, ah! had no more pretence. 


Buchanan, with ſtiff argument and bold, 


Pled gentry took its birth from powerful gold, 

Him Hector Boece join'd, they argu'd ſtrong ; 

Said they, to wealth that title muſt belong; 

If men are rich, they're gentle; and if not, 

You'll own their birth and ſenſe are ſoon forgot, 

Pray ſay, faid they, how much reſpectful grace 

Demands an old red coat and mangled 1 

Or one, if he could like an angel preach, 

If he to no rich beneſice can reach? 

Ev'n propeny of dukes are at a ſtand 

How to make out bare gentry without land. 

But ſtill the doctor would not quit the field, 

But that rich upſtarts ſhould to birth-right yield ; 

He grew more ſit, nor would the plea let go, 

Said he was right, and ſwore it ſhould be fo. 
But happy we, who have fuch wholeſome laws, 

Which without pleading can decide a cauſe. 

To this good law recourſe we had at laſt, 


That throws off wrath, and makes our friendſhip faſt 


In-wbich the legiſlators laid the plot, 
To end all controverſy by a vote. 

Yet that we more good humour might diſplay, 
We frankly turn'd the vote another way; 
As in each thing we common topics ſhun, 
So the great prize, nor birth nor riches won. 
The vote was carried thus, that eaſy he 
Who fhould three years a ſocial f — be, 
Ind to our Fafy Club give no offence, 
- iter triennial trial, ſuould commenee 


gentle1 
To that! 
an give 
thoſe 
ince in 
zut What 
Ve ama 


ſo find t 


Thi 
d ſince 
ly thou 
give 1 
ind here 

ut ſirſt 
That wit 

There 
Wha cou 
peak Wl 
Let neve 
iis fathe 
Thich g. 

lamewa 
To tell hi 

t diſtan 

e ſtood 

15 fathe 
Nept out 


* Sine 
y friends 
' rhyme ; 
PPojation, 


re to | 


eld; 


Og 


laws, 


POEMS. 151 


_ 


gentleman, which gives as 3 a claim 
ſo that great title, as the blaſt of fame 

an give to them who tread in human gore, 
thoſe who heap up hoards of coined ore ; 
ince in our ſocial friendſhip nought's defign'd 
But what my raiſe and brighten up the mind; 
We aiming cloſe to walk by virtue's rules, 

Io find true honour”s ſelf, and leave her ſhade to fools. 


— 22 2 


ON WIT. 
y eaſy friends, ſince ye think fit 


This night to lucubrate on wit ; 
d ſince ye judge * that I compoſe 
y thoughts in rhyme better than proſe, 
give my judgment in a ſang; 
Ind here it comes, be't right or wrang. 
ut firſt of a I'll tell a tale, 
[hat with my caſe runs parallel. 
There was a manting lad in Fife, 
Wha cou'd nae for his very life 
peak without ſtammering very lang, 
Let never manted when he ſang. 
lis father's kiln he anes ſaw burning, 
Vhich gart the lad run breathleſs mourning : 
lameward wich cliver ſtrides he lap, 


Iſhip faſi o tell his daddy his miſhap. 


Mays 


t diſtance, e*er he reach'd the door, 
e ſtood and rais'd a hideous roar. 

lis father, when he heard his voice, 
dtept out and ſaid, Why a' this noiſe? 


* Since ye judge, &c.] Bang but an indifferent orator, 

y friends would merrily alledge that I was not ſo happy in proſe 

r rhyme; it was carried in @ vote, again which there is no 
PPojetion, and the night appointed for ſome lefſons oa toit, 7 wa 
red to give my thoughts in verſe. 4 | 
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The calland gap'd and glowr'd about, 


he empt 
But no ae word cou'd he lug out. 


Yer ſees 


His dad cry'd, kenning his defect, N Friend] 
Sing, ſing, or I ſhall break your neck, hich to 
Then ſoon he gratified his fire, d only 
And ſang aloud, Your tiln's a-fire, e merit 
Now yell allow there's wit in that, ius all- 
To tell a tale ſae very pat. hote ba 


Bright wit appears in mony a. ſhape, 
Which 2. %g Beal and others al 
Some ſhaw their wit in wearing claiths, 
And ſome in coining of new aiths ; 
There's crambo wit in making rhyme, 
And dancing wit in beating time; 
There's mettl'd wit in ftory-telling, 

In writing grammar and right ſpelling ; 
Wit ſhines in knowledge of politics, 

And wow! what wit's amang the critics, 

So far, my mates, excuſe me while I play 
In ftrains ironic with that hcav'nly ray, 
Rays which the human intellects refine, 

And make the man with brilliant luſtre ſhine, 
Marking him ſprung from origin divine. 
Yet may a well-rigg'd ſhip be full of flaws, 
So may looſe wits regard no facred laws: 
That ſhip the waves will foon to pieces ſhake, 
So midſt his vices ſinks the witty rake, 

But when on firſt-rate virtues wit attends, 

It both itſelf and virtue recommends, 


And challenges reſpect where'er its blaze extends. 


* 


ern | de cauſe 
N FRIENDSHIP, 1 
HE earth- born clod, ho hugs his idol pelf, be bonni 


His only friends are Mammon and himſelf: 
The drunken ſots, who want the art to think, 
Still ceaſe from friendſhip when they ceaſe from drin 
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ke empty fop, who ſcarce for man will paſs, 

Yer ſees a friend but when he views his glaſs. 
Friendſhip firſt ſprings from ſympathy of mind, 
ich to complete the virtues all combine, 

d only found mongſt men who can eſpy 

e merits of his friend without envy. 

us all-pretending friendſhip's but a dream, 

hofe baſe is not reciprocal eſteem. 


— — 


r MH as 
A PASTORAL, 


menting the Death of the Right Honourable Many Countsfi 
of WIiGTOUN, 


RINGAN, 


9 75 ika thing a gen' ral ſadneſs hings! 
The burds w1* melancholy droop their wings; 
y ſheep and kye neglect to moup their food, 
d ſeem to think as in a dumpiſh mood. 
wk how the winds ſouch mournfu' thro? the broom, 
e very lift puts on a heavy gloom : 
7 neighbour Colin too, he bears a part, 


4 s face ſpeaks out the ſairneſs of his heart; 
| ll, tell me, Colin, for my boding thought, 
| bang of fears into my breaſt has brought. 
ends, | COLIN. 
— ere haſt thou been, thou ſimpleton, wha ſpeers 
de cauſe of a* our ſorrow and our tears? 
a unconcern'd can hear the common ſxaith 
he warld receives by lovely Keitha's death? 
2elf, be bonnieſt ſample of what's good and kind; 
elf: r was her make, and heav'nly was her mind, 
k, Wow this ſweeteſt flower of a” our plain 
om drinkWaves us to figh, tho? a our ſighs are vain; 
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r goodn 
ſubject, 
ſhepherc 
| ruſtic 
uth, be 
ment, { 


For never mair ſhe'll grace the heartſome green, 
Ay heartſome, when ſhe deign'd there to * ſeen. 
Speak, flow'ry meadows, where ſhe us'd to wank; 
Speak, flocks and burds, wha've heard her ſing or ta 
Did ever you ſae meikle beauty bear 

Or ye ſae mony heav'nly accents hear? 

Ye painted haughs, ye minſtrels of the air, 
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair. 


RINGAN, | How tes 
Ve weſtlin winds, that gently us'd to play re 
On her white breaſt, and fleal ſome ſweets away, vile nat 
Whilſt her delicious breath perfum'd your breeze, Um he 


Which gratefu” Flora took to feed her bees: WY 
Bear on your wings, round earth, her ſpotleſs fame, Wy ſaft 
Worthy that noble race“ from whence ſhe came; | 


. ere 
Reſounding braes, where'er ſhe us'd to lean, n as th 
And view the cryſtal burn glide o'er the green, d wate! 
Return your echoes to our mourufu' fang, ence fi 


And let the ſtreams in murmurs bear't alang. nad 
Ye unkend pow'rs, wha water haunt or air, 
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair. 


COLIN. O Clem 


Ah! wha could tell the beauties of her face? her wh 
Her mouth, that never op'd but, wi' a grace ! wb wry 
Her een, which did wi” heav'nly ſparkles low? ach hic 
Her modeſt cheek, fiuſh'd wi? a rofie glow ? ly a th) 
Her fair brent brow, ſmooth as th* unrunkled dee. thy 
When a' the winds are in their caves afleep>- 

Her preſence, like a fimmer's morning ray, 
Lighten'd our hearts, and gart ilk place look gay. 
Now twin'd of life, theſe charms look cauld and 
And what before gave joy, now makes us wae- 


* Worthy that noble race,] Se was daughter fo | 
late Earl Mariſbal, the third of that honourable rank of = 


- 
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r goodneſs ſhin'd in ilka you dced.— 

ſubject, Ringan, for a lofty reed! 

hepherd's r ſic high thoughts decline, 

{ ruſtic, notes ſhould darken what's divine. 

uth, beauty, graces, a' that's good and fair 

ment, for lovely Keitha is nae mair. 


EINGAN, 


ow tenderly ſhe fmooth'd our maſter's mind, 

hen round his manly waiſt her arms ſhe twin'd, 
y d look'd a — ſaft things to his heart, 
away, While native ſweerneſs ſought nae help frae art! 
breeze, him her merit till _ d mair bright, 
8: yielding ſhe own'd his ſuperior right. 
leſs fame, ih ſaft and ſound he ſlept within her arms, 
came: Wy were his dreams, the influence of her charms. 


Ny on as the morning dawn'd, he'd draw the ſcreen, 
reen, d watch the op' ning of her fairer een; 
ence ſweeteſt rays guſht out in ſic a thrang, 
ng · yond expreſſion in ray rural lang. | 
ur, F 


0 Clementina! ſprouting fair remains 


See: her wha was the glory of our plains. 

asf ir innocence, wi mfant-darkneis bleſt, 

ws? ach hides the happineſs that thou haſt miſt, 

ns y a' thy mither's fweets thy portion be, 

nkled dee a' thy mither's graces ſhine in thee. 

p? | 

<4 NN AN. 

dok gay, Nhe loot us ne'er gae hungry to the hill, 

zuld and | d a“ ſhe gae, ſhe — it wi' good will; 

1s Wae⸗ mony, mony a ane will mind that day - 
which frac us ſhe's tane ſae ſoon away; 

— nynds and herds, wha's cheeks beſpake nae ſcant, 

'r 


i thro” the hywms could whiſtie, ſing, and raut, 
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Will miſs her ſair, till happily they find 
Anither in her place ſae good and kind. 
The laſſes wha did at her graces mint, 

Ha'e by her death their bonnieſt pattern tint, 
O ilka ane wha did her bounty ſkair, 
Lament, for gen'rous Keitha is nae mair. 


COLIN. 


O Ringan, Ringan! things gang ſae unev'n, 
J canna wiel take up the will o' Heav'n. 
Our croſſes teughly laſt us mony a year, 
But unco ſoon our bleſſings diſappear. 


RINOAXN. * 


Pll tell thee, Colin, my laſt Sunday's note, 
I tented wiel Meſs Thamas ilka jot. 

The pow'rs aboon are cautious as — 6 re juſt, 
And dinna like to gi e o'er meikle truſt | 
To this inconſtant earth, wi” what's divine, 
Leſt in laigh damps they ſhould their luſtre tine. 
. Sac let's leave aff our murmuring and tears, 
And never value life by length of years: 

But as we can in goodneſs it employ, 
Syne wha dies firſt, firſt gains eternal joy. 
Come, Colin, dight your cheeks, and baniſh care, 
Our lady's happy, tho* wi' us nae mair, 

— — 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE» 
THE TOWN COUNCIL OF EDINBURGH 
| | THE f 
ADDRESS OF ALLAN RAMSAY. 
| Dus poet humbly means and ſhaws, 


That contrair to juſt rights and laws 
I've ſuffer'd muckle wrang 


Luck 
ha thu 

3 
ey IPC 
My mi 
d prir 


The hc 


d clead 

Sy1 
tho? it 
dae fair | 


Lucky 
re-Print 
; ON ug 
I To . 
xd of Lo 
dit a/ 
nourable 
Blathe 
ins, and 
irs, pra 
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Lucky Reid, and ballad fingers, | 
ſha thumb'd wi their coarſe Wer fingers 5 
Sweet Edie's funeral fang. 
ey ſpoil'd my ſenſe, and ſtaw my caſh, 
My muſe's pride murgully d, 
d printing it like their vile traſh, ; 
The honeſt lieges whilly'd. I's 
Thus undone, to London 
It gade to diſgrace, 
ev Ny Sa — — in 
In rags wi' bluther d face. 
gleg- eyed friends thro” the diſguiſe WW 
ceiv'd it as a dainty prize, 
For a' it was fae hav'ren, 
rt Lintot take it to his preſs, 
jotes dclead it in a bra” new dreſs, 
Syne took it to the tavern. 20 
tho? it was made clean and bra”, 
dae fair it had been knoited, 
lather*d buff before them a, 
ind aftentimes turn'd doited. 
It griev'd me, and reav'd me 25 
Of kindly ſleep and reſt, 5 
By carlings and gorlings 
To be ſae fair —_—_ 


t. 


ih carey | ol. I. 


Lucky Reid.] A printer's reli; who, with the bawy= 
re-printed my paſtoral on Mr. Addiſon, without my knows 
, on ugly paper, full of errors. 

I To London.] One of their incorrect copies was re- 
xd of London by Bernard Lintot, in folio firſt, before be 
it a ſecond time from a correct cepy of my own, with 
nourable Mr. Burchet's Eggliſb verſion of it. 


MSAY. Blather'd baff.] Spoke nonſenſe, from words being 
ing, and many wrong ſpelled and changed, ſuch as gras 

irs, praiſe fer phraſe, e. 

, 
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Wherefore to you, ne'er kend to guide ill, 

But wiſely had the good town's bridle, 
My caſe I plainly tell, 

And, as your ain, plead I may have 

Your word of weight, when now I crave 
To guide my gear myſell. 

Then clean and fair the type ſhall be, 

The paper like the ſnaw, 

Nor ſhall our town think ſhame wi” me, 

When we gang far awa. 
What's wanted, if granted, 
Beneath your honour'd wing, 
Baith hantily and cantily 
Your ſupplicant ſhall ſing. 


— - 
5 INSCRIPTION 


SN THE GOLD TEA-POT, GAINED BY $1R JAMES 


CUNNINGHAM, OF MILNCRAIG, BART, A 
'A FTER the gaining Edinburgh's prize 
1 The da — an — thrice, 5 * 
Me Milncraig's Rock moſt fairly won, 
When thrice again the courſe he run: Wo, 
Now for diverſion tis my ſhare ing = 
To run three heats and oleaſe the fair. ay I 
32 As your ain,] A free citizen, 
33 Your word of weight.]' To interpoſe their juft au nin. 
rily in my favour, and grant me an ad to ward, off theſe "Webs freque 
irates, which 1 gratefully acknowledge the receipt of. | rflanding 
42 Shall ſiog.] There being abuncance of their Fetitia 8 charitabi 
whe daily oblige themſelves to pray, a nall fund. 
ent perſun 
1 Lead 
be lead ant 


3 Glen 
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Jograven on the Piece of Plate, which was a Punch - Bowl 
and Ladle, given by the Captains of the Trained Bands of 
Edinburgh, and gained by Captain Charles Crochat's Swat 


Cen me with Nantz and limpid ſpring, 
Let four and ſweet be mixt ; 

Bend round a health ſyne to the King, 
To Edinburgh's Captains next, 

Wha form'd me in ſae blyth a ſhape, 

And gave me laſting honours, 

ake up my ladle, fill and lape, 

And lay, Fairfa” the donors. 


— 2 —— 
1 JAMBS TO THE WHIN-BUSH CLUB ®, 
kT. THE BILL OF ALLAN RAMSAY, 


* Crawfurd-Muir, born in Leadhill, 
Where min'ral ſprings Glengoner fill, 
Which joins ſweet flowing Clyde, 
Between auld Crawfurd-Lindſay's tow'rsy 
ind where Deneetne rapid pours 
His ſtream thro? > rake tide ; 
2 


\ 


*Whin-buſh.] 577 club conſefts of Clyd:ſdaleſpire gentlemen, 
who frequently meet at a diverting bour and keep up @ good uns 
Handing among ft themſelves over a friendly bottle. And, from 
i charitable principle, eaſily collect into their treqſurer's box 4 
nall fund, which has many a time relieved the diſtreſſes indi- 
ent perſans of that ſbire. 

1 Leadbill.] Zn the pariſh of Crawfurd-Muir, famous for 
be lead and gold mines belonging to the Earl of Hopetoun. 

2 Glengoner.] The name of @ ſmall river, which taket ity 


of: 


ear Petit 


= 
= 9 
5 
© 
= 
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Native of Clydeſdale's upper ward, 2 At laſt ſp 


Bred fifteen ſummers there, | 
Tho?, to my loſs, I'm no a laird 
By birth, my title's fair I» 
To bend wi” ye, and fpend wi” ye 
An evening, and gaffaw, | 
If merit and ſpirit 
Be found without a flaw, 


Since douſly ye do nought at random, 1 
Then take my bill to aviſandum; 
And if there's nae objection, 
I' deem't my honour, and be glad, 
To come beneath your Whin-buſh ſhade, 
And claim to its protection. 1 


how, 

Or lik 
Vaſting 
anthor! 
Vith fo 
While]: 
And ſav 
zowling 
VTerking 
Thus 

Vi” ſim 
)efign l. 
Vi' hea 
ang d 


If frae the caverns of a head fo wi 

That's boſs a ſtorm ſhould blaw, Vithou! 

Etling wi” ſpite to rive my reed, 3 

give my muſe a fa“, 1 

When poring and ſoring rien p. 

Ober liconian heights, til e 

She traces theſe places rr 

Where Cynthius delights, hen d 

* N they 

| Good 

AN EPISTLE [That's 

| 10 "om 1 

. ang li 

MR. FAMES ARBUCKLE OF BELFAST, 4.1 Harveſt 

And a 
nnen 19 HS. x 
s errant knight wi? ſword and piftol t bruf] 
Beſtrides his ſteed wi” — — le; 

Then ſtands ſome time in jumbled ſwither, 

To ride in this road, or that ither ; 11 1. 

riſe from the Leadbills, and enters Clyde between the Colli: ninte/lig 

Cnaryfurd and the mauth of Denectne, another of the bran i ** | 


* * * f 
ing | 
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It laſt ſpurs on, and diſna care for 5 
how, a what way, or a wherefore: | 
Or like extemporary Quaker, 
u vaſting his lungs, t' enlighten weaker | 
anthorns of clay, where light is wanting, 
Vith formleſs pale and formal canting ; IS 
Vhile Jacob Behmen's ſalt does ſeaſon, 
\nd ſaves his thought frae corrupt reaſon, 
zowling aloud wi? motions queereſt, 
ii Verking theſe words out which lie neareſt. 
Thus I (no longer to illuſtrate Is 
Vi' fimiles, leſt I ſhould fruſtrate | 
ſign laconic of a letter, 1 
i' heap of language and no matter), b- 
ang'd up my blyth auld-faſhion'd whiſtle, I 
To ſowf ye o'er a ſhart epiſtle, 20 
Vithout rule, compaſſes, or charcoal, . 
r ſerious ſtudy in a dark hole. —_ 
Three times I ga'e the muſe a rug, = 
\ Viſhen bate my nails, and claw'd my lug; 
ull heavy, at the laſt my noſe 28 1 
pug wi' an inſpiring doſe, 23 
en did ideas dance (dear fate us!) 
s they'd been daft. Here ends the preface. 
Good Mr. James Arbuckle, Sir, 
That's merchants” ſtyle as clean as fir) 36 
Cre welcome back to Caledonie, . _ 
Lang life and thriving light upon ye, | 


* 


2 ” . — . 
„ oo Ea — 4. 
22 - Se SR - 


7, 4. Mirveſt, winter, ſpring, and ſummer, 
yy 1719 and ay keep up your heartſome humour, 2 
That ye may thro” your lucky taſk go, 35 4 
t bruſhing up our ſiſter S | 
3 


11 Jacob Behmen/] A SPuaher, who» wrote walumes of 


the Cofll 1% entbuſcaflic bombaſl. | 
branche 26 Inſpiring doſe.] Vide Mr. Arbuckle's poem on ſa ff. 
3t Welcome back.] Having been in bis native Ireland, 
"iling bis friends, | 


— ͤ ́FũH——— 2 - 
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Where lads are dext'rous at improving, 

And docile laſſes fair: and loving: 

But never tent theſe fellows girning, 

Wha wear their faces ay in mourning, 

And frae pure dulneſs are malicious, 

Terming ilk turn that's witty, vicious. 
Now, Jamie, in neiſt place, /ecundo, 

To give you what's your due i» mundo; 

That is to ſay in hame-o'er phraſes, 

To tell ye, men of mettle praiſes 

Ilk verſe of your's, when they can light on't, 

And trouth I think they're in the right on't; 

For there's ay ſomething face auld-farren, 

dae ſlid, ſae unconfirain'd and darin, 

In ilka ſample we have ſeen yet, 

That little better e er has been yet. 

Sae much for that, My friend Arbuckle, 

I ne'er afore roos'd ane ſae mueckle. 

Fauſe flatt*ry nane but fools will tickle, 

That gars me hate it like auld Nicol: 

Rut when ane's of his merit conſcious, 


He's in the rang, when prais'd, that glunſhes. 


Thirdly, not tether'd to connection, 


But rattling by inſpir'd direction, 


Whenever fame, wi' voice like thunder, 

Sets up a chield a warld's wonder, 

Either for ſlaſhing fouk to dead, 

Or having wind-mills in his head, 

Or poet, or an airy beau, 

Or ony twa-legg*'d rary ſhow, 

They wha have never ſeen't are biſſy 

To ſpeer what like a carlie is he. 
Imprimis, then, for tallneſs I 

Am five feet and four inches high; 

A black- a- vic d fnod dapper . 


Nor lean, nor overlaid wi' tallow; 


WY phiz of a Morocco cut, 
Refembling a late man of wit, 


4 
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uld gabbet Spec, wha was fae cunning 75 
o be a dummie ten years running. 

Then for the fabrie of my mind. 

Iis mair to mirth than grief inclin'd; 

rather chuſe to laugh at folly, 

han ſhow diſlike b — 2 0 
iel judging a ſour heavy face 

not the trueſt mark of grace. 

[ hate a drunkard or a glutton, * 

et Im nae fae to wine and mutton: 

tat tables ne er engag'd my wiſhes, 85 
hen crowded wi' o'er mony diſhes ; 

bealthſu” ſtomach ſharply ſet 

efers a back-ſey pipin het. 

never cou'd imagin't vicious 

f a fair fame to be ambitious: - 90 
roud to be thought a comic poet, | 5 


- 
- 


4 


Fe 


nd let a judge of numbers know it, 
court occaſion thus to ſhew it. 
Second of thirdly———Pray take heed, 
e's get a ſhort ſwatchof my creed. >" .6 
ofollow method — 
eken takes place of poſitively: 
iel then, P'mnowther Whig nor Tory, 
or credit give to Purgatory. 
ranſub, Loretta-houſe, and mae tricks, 100 
$ prayers to ſaints, Katties, and Patricks; 
or Algilite, nor Beſs Clarkſonian, 
er Mountaineer, nor Mugletenian; 


15 Auld-gabbet Spec.] The Speftator, who giver us @ 
ious deſcripiion of bis ſbort face and taciturnity, that be had 
in efieemed a dumb man for ten years. 

[JF 102 Nor Aſgilite.] Ar. Aſgi!, a late member of parlia- 
, advanced ( whether in jeft or carnefi 1 know not } ſome 
ry whimſu.al epinions, particularly, that people need nol did 
tbey pleaſed, but be tranſlated alive to heaven like Enoch and 
ah. -Clarkſogjan.] Befly Clark/en, a Lanartfoire wer 
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Nor can believe, ant's nae great ferly, 
In Cotmoor fouk, and Andrew Harley. 
Neiſt Anti-Toland, Blunt, and Wh, 


Know poſitively Pm a Chriſtian, 
Believing truths and thinking free, 
Wiſhing thrawn parties wad agree. 
Say, wad ye ken my pate of fending, 


My income, management, and ſpending? 
Born to nae lairdſhip, mair's the pity ! 


Yet deniſon of this fair city, 
I make what honeſt ſhift I can, 
And in my ain houſe am goodman, 


I 
Which ſtands on Edinburgh's ftreet the ſun-ſide : 


T theek the out, and line the inſide 
Of mony a douſe and witty paſh; 
And baith ways gather in the caſh ; 
Thus heartily I graze and beau it, 
And keep a wife ay great wi” poet: 
Contented I have fic a ſkair, 
As does my buſineſs to a hair, 
And fain wad prove to ika Scot 
That poortith's no the poet's lot. 
Fourthly and laſtly, baith togither, 
Pray let us ken when ye come hither; 
There's mony a canty carle and me 
Wad be much comforted to ſee ye: 
But if your outward be refractory, 
Send us your inward manufactory, 


man. Vide the hiſtory of ber life and principles. Mount 
neer.] Our wild folks, who altways prefer à hill fade u 
«birch under any civil authority, Mugletonian.] A #ind 

Fer Laſlie . Snake in 


Qua lers, ſo called by one Mugleton, 
Graſs. | : 
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105 Cotmoor fouk.] A family or two who had a partiWowr'd a 
lar religion of their ozon, valued themſelves on uſing vain rah Wl frac h 
tions in prayers of fix or ſevpn hours long ; were pleaſed The Lot 
meiniſlers of no kind. Andrew Harley.) A % ſelliu WO be of g 
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am Wucation, we bead of the * 


ro us. 
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hat when we're kedgy o' er our claret, 
io correſpond may wi” your ſpirit. 
— Acce pt of my kind wiſhes, with 
e ſame to Dons Butler and Smith; 135 
alth, wit, and joy, ſauls large and free, 


your fate ſae God be wi' ye. 
n | % 


— 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
u WILLIAM EARL OF DALHOUSIE. 


Macents atavis edite regibus. HORACE. 


JaLHOUSIE of an auld deſcent, 
My chief, my ſtoup and ornament, 

entertainment a wee while, 

cept this fonnet wi” a ſmile ; 

tin at Horace in my view, 

to Mecenas, I to you; 

t that my muſe may ſing wi' eaſe, 
reep or drap him as I pleaſe. 
How differently are fouk inclin'd, 
ere's hardly twa of the ſame mind; 
me like to ſtudy, ſome to play, 
me on the links to win the day, 
ad gar the courſer rin like Wood, 
drappin down wi ſweat and blood: 
e winner ſyne aſſumes a look 
icht gain a monarch or a duke. 
alt view the man wi” pauky face 
mounted to a faſhious place, 
lin'd by an o'er-ruling fate, 
's pleas d wi' his uneaſy ſtate; 
| had a partiowr'd at a while, he gangs fu' bra”, 
ng vain 1:6 Ul frac his kittle poſt he fa. 
e pleaſed u The Lothian farmer he likes beſt 
40, jeilrs Ie be of good faugh riggs poſſe, 


de : 
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And fen upon a frugal ſtock, 

Where his forebears had us'd the yoke; 
Nor is he fond to leave his wark, 

And venture in a rotten bark, 

Syne unto far aff countries ſteer, 

On tumbling waves, to gather gear. 


ͤä.— 


The merchant, wreck'd upon the main, 


Swears he'll ne'er venture on't again; 
That he had rather live on cakes, 
And ſhyreſt ſwats, wi' landart maiks, 
As rin the riſk by ſtorms to have, 
When he is dead, a living grave. 
But ſeas turn ſmooth, and he grows fainz 
And fairly takes his word again: 
'Tho? he ſhou'd to the bottom fink, 
Of poverty he downa think. | 
Some like to laugh their time away, 
To dance while pipes or fiddles play, 
And have nae ſenſe of ony want 
As lang as they can drink and rant. 
The ratt'ling drum and trumpet's tout 
Delight young ſwankies that are ſtout: 
What his kind frighted mother ugs, 
Is muſic to the ſoger's lugs. 
The hunter, wi his hounds and hawks 
Bangs up before his wife awakes ; 
Nor ſpeers gin ſhe has ought to ſay, 
But ſcours o'er hights and hows à day, 
Thro' moſs and muir, nor does he care 
Whether the day be foul or fair, 
If he his truſty hounds can cheer 
To hunt the tod or drive the deer. 
May I be happy in my lays, 
And won a laſting wreath of bays, 
Is a' my wiſh ; wiel pleas'd to ſing 
abr a tree, or by a ſpring, 
While lads and laſſes on the mead 
Attend my Caledoman reed, 
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d with the ſweeteſt notes rehcarſe 
thoughts, and rooſe me for my verſe, 
If you, my Lord, claſs me amang 

hoſe who have ſung baith ſaft and ſtrang, 
\miling love or doughty deed, 

 ſtarns ſublime I'll lift my head, 


, — — 


HORACE TO VIRGIL, 
ON HIS TAKING A VOYAGE TO ATHENS, 


Sic te diva fpotens Cypri—— 


CyPRIAN goddeſs, twinkle clear, 
And Helen's brithers ay appear; 
lars, wha ſhed a lucky light, 
uſpicious ay keep in a ſight ; 
ing Eol grant a tydie tirl, 
t boaſt the blaſts that rudely whirl ; 
ar ſhip, be canny wi” your care, 
Athens land my Virgil fair, 
ne ſoon and ſafe, baith lith and ſpaul, 
ng hame the tae haff o'“ my ſaul. 
, Daring and unco' ſtout he was, 
heart hool'd in three ſloughs o* braſs, 
ha ventur'd firſt on the rough ſea, 
' hempen branks, and horte o* tree; 
ha in the weak machine durſt ride 
ro tempeſts, and a rairing tide ; 
| r clinty craigs, nor hurricane, 
* hat drives the Adriatic main, 
d gars the ocean gowl and quake, 
vde'er a foul ſae ſturdy ſhake. 
he man wha cou'd ſic rubs win o'er, 
thout a wink at death might glowr, 
a unconcern'd.can take his ſleep 


arg the monſters of the decp · 
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Jove vainly twin'd the ſea and eard, _ 

Since marinery are not afraid 

Wi' laws of nature to diſpenſe, 

And impioufly treat Providence. 

Audacious men at nought will ſtand, 

When vicious paſſions have command. 

Prometheus ventur'd up, and ftaw 

A lowan coal frae heav'n's high ha”; 

Unſonfy theft, which fevers brought 

In bikes, which fowk like ſybows hought : 

Then death erſt flow began to ling, 

And faſt as haps to dart his ſting. 

Neiſt Dedalus muſt contradict 

Nature forſooth, and feathers flick 

Upon his back, ſyne upward ſtreek, 

And in at Jove's high winnocks keek, 
While Hercules, wi's timber mell, 

Plays rap upo” the yates of hell. 

What is't man winna ettle at? 

F'en wi' the gods he'll hell the cat: 

Tho' Jove be very laith to kill, 

They winna let his bowt ly ſtill. 
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Nov gowans ſprout, and lavrocks ſing, 
And welcome weſt winds warm the ſpring, 
O' er hill and dale they ſaftly blaw, 
And drive the winter's cauld awa', 
The ſhips, lang gyzen'd at the peer, 
Now ſpread their fails, and ſmoothly ſteer ; 


The nags and nowt hate wiſſen'd ſtrae, 
Aud friſking to the fields they gae ; 
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Nor hynds wi' elſon and hemp lingle, 

it ſolling ſhoon out o'er the ingle. 

Now bonny haughs their verdure boaſt, 

hat late were clade wr ſnaw and froſt, 

i' her gay train the Paphian Queen 

by moon: light dances on the green; 

he leads, while Nymphs and Graces ſing, 
nd trip around the fairy ring. 

ſean time, poor Vulean, hard at thrift, 

ts mony à fair and heavy lift, 

Vhilſt rinnen down, his haff blind lads 
aw up the fire, and thump the gads. 
Now leave your fitſted on the dew, 

nd buſk ye'rſell in habit new. 

te gratefuꝰ to the guiding pow'rs, 

ind blythly ſpend your eaſy hours. 

D kanny T! tutor time, 

nd live as laug's ye'r in your prime; 

hat ill-bred death has nae regard 

o king or cottar, or a laird ; 

s ſoon a caſtle he'll attack, 

G wa's of divots roof d wi” thack, 

mmediately we'll 4 take flight 

/nto the mark realms of night, 

V flories gang, wi” ghaiſts to roam, 

n gloumie Pluto's gouſty dome; 

did fair good-day to pleaſure ſyne 
bonny laſſes and red wine 

Then deem ilk little care a crime, 


ACE, care a crit 
Vares waſte an hour of precious time; 
8 ind ſince our life's ſat unco ſhort, 
5 P. 5 * 3 , * — , 
ring, oy it a ye VE NAE mai for c. 
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—— 
Vides ut alta filet nive candidum 
Soracte.— | HORACE, 
Lear up to Pentland's to W ring taps, 

10 Buried beneath great wreaths of ſnaw, And 
15 O'er ilka cleugh, ilk ſcar and flap, , 
in As high as ony Roman wa. L yy 
Driving their haws frae whins or tee, Gae po 
There's no ae gowfer to be ſeen, Befor 

. Nor douſer fouk wyſing a jee Watch 
. The byaſs bouls on Tamſon's green. Whe 
A : FRO And kt 
Then fling on coals, and tn the ribs, On y 

And beck the houſe baith butt and benn; Haith 
That mutchkin ſtoup it hads but dribs Yo! 
Then let's get in the tappit hen. hee Fa 

Good claret beſt keeps out the cauld, And 
And drives away the winter ſoon; | Her lay 
It makes a man baith gaſh and bauld, Whe 
And heaves his ſaul beyond the moon. And pl; 
Leave to the gods your ilka care ; F . 
If that they think us worth their while, Now te 

They can a rowth of bleſſings ſpare, | And 
Which will our faſhious fears beguile. * 5 
= . ts, % 4 2 
For what they have a mind to do, | Theſe l 
That will they do, ſhould we gang wood; me 
If they command the ſtorms to blaw, | ; 
Then upo' Jght the hailſtanes thud. Top 


Put ſoon as e'er they cry, Be quiet, 
The blatt'ring winds dare nae mair move, 
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But cour into their caves, and wait 
The high command of ſupreme Jove. 


Let neiſt day come as it thinks fit, 
The preſent minute's only ours; 
On pleaſure let's employ our wit, 
And laugh at fortune's feckleſs pow'rs. 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the grip 
Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time z 
The lads and laſſes, while it's May, 

Gae pou the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 


Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breathy 
And kiſſes, laying a” the wyte 
On you, if the kepp ony ſkaith. 
Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll _ ſays 
Yell worry me, ye greedy rook ; 
Syne frae your arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſell in ſome dark nook ; 


Her laugh will lead you to the place 
Where lies the happineſs you want, 

And plainly tells 2 to your face, 
Nineteen nay-ſays are haff a grant. 


Now to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolle for a kiſs, 
Frae her fair finger whop a ring, 
As taiken of a future bliſs, 
Theſe benniſoris, I'm very ſure, . 
Are of the gods indulgent grant; 
Then, ſurly carles, whiſht, forbear + 
To plague us wi” your whining cant. 
ae 


— HA — * 
wh. ** 7 * — 
2. * we - 
—M vu 2 1 


or ua Wy 2 
— — Id" 


— 
— — — — — — — 


4 - 
— . 2 —— f —— ͥ eo. 


— — 8 


—— 


— — — 


172 


TO MR. WILLIAM AK MAN. 
rus ted, Sir, pains may be ſpar'd 
hs nn aka 


r merit to ſet forth, 
When there's ſae few wha claim regard, 
That diſna ken your worth. 


Yet poets give immortal fame 
To mortals that excel, - 


Which if negleRed they're to blame; 


But you've done that yourſell. 


While frae originals of yours 
Fair copies ſhall be tane, 

And fix'd on braſs to buſk our bow'rs, 
Your mem'ry ſhall remain. 


To your ain deeds the maiſt deny d, 
Or of a taſte o'er fine, 

May be ye're but o'er right, afraid 

o ſink in verſe like mine. 

The laſt can ne'er the reaſon prove, 
Elſe wherefpre with good will 

Do ye my nat'ral lays approve, 
And help me up the hill? 

By your aſſiſtance unconſtrain'd, 
To courts I can repair, 

And by your art my way I've gain'd 
To cloſets of the fair, 


Had I a muſe like lofty Pope, 
For tow'ring numbers fit, | "MP 
Then I th' ingenious mind might hope 
In trueſt light to hit. 
But comic tale, and ſonnet flee, 
Are cooſten for my ſhare, 
And if in theſe I hear the gree, 
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SPOKEN TO 
THREE YOUNG LADIES, 


Who would have me to determine which of them was ths 
bonniefl, 


E anes three beauties did ſurround, 
And ilka beauty gave a wound, 

Whilſt they with ſmiling eye, 
aid, Allan, which think ye maiſt fairy 
ie * frankly, never ſpare. 


— 


ard is the taſk, ſaid I: 


But added, ſeeing them ſae free, 
adies, Fe maun ſay mair to me, 

d my demand right fair is: 
rſt, like the gay celeſtial three, 


Shaw, a* vour E arms, and then ha'e wit ve, 


Faith I ſhall be your Paris. 


EO” 


TO SIR WILLIAM BENNET 


OF GRUBBET, BART. 
% 


Hit now in diſcord iddy changes reel, 

And ſome are rack'd about on fortune's wheel, 
ſou with undaunted ſtalk; and brow ſerene, | 
lay trace yourgroves, and preſs the dewy green; 

00 putty twangs your mauly joys to wound, 
Or horrid dreams to make your ſleep unſound. 

To ſuch as you, who can mean care defpile, 
ature's all beautiful *twixt earth and ſkics, 
lot hurried with the thirſt of unjuſt gain, 
ou can delight yourſelf on hill or x lala, 
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Obſerving when thoſe tender ſprouts appear, 

Which crowd with fragrant ſweets the youthful year, 
Your lovely ſcenes of Marlefield ahound 

With as much choice as is in Britain found : 

Here faireſt plants from nature's boſom ſtart 

From ſoil prolific, ſerv'd with curious art: 

Here oft the heedful gazer is beguil'd, 

And wanders thro” an artificial wild, 

While native flow'ry green, and cryſtal ſtrands, 
Appear the labours of ingenious hands. 

Moſt happy he who can thoſe ſweets enjoy 

With taſte refin'd, which does not eaſy cloy. 
Not fo plebeian fouls, whom ſporting fate 
Thruſts into life upon a large eſtate, 

While ſpleen their weak imagination ſours, 
They're at a loſs how to employ their hours: 
The ſweeteſt plants which faireſt gardens ſhow, 
Are loſt to them, for them unheeded grow. 

Such purblind eyes ne'er view the ſon 'rous page, 
Where ſhines the raptures of poetic rage : | 
Nor thro” the — can take delight, 

T' obſerve the tuſks and briſtles of a mite; 

Nor by the lengthen'd tube learn to deſc 

Theſe ſhining worlds which roll aouad the ky, 
Bid ſuch read hiſt'ry to improve their ſkill, 
Polite excuſe ! their memories are ill. 

Moll's maps may in their dining-rooms make ſhowy 
But their contents they're not oblig'd to know: 
And gen'rous friendſhip's out of ſight too fine, 
They think it only means a glaſs of wine. 

But he whoſe cheerful mind hath higher flown, 
And adds learn'd thoughts of others to his own, 
Has ſeen the world, and read the volume Man, 
And can the ſprings and ends of actions ſcan ; 

Nas tronted death in ſervice of his king, 

And drunken deep of the Caſtalian ſpring; 
This man can live,—and happieſt life's his due, 
Can be a friend—a virtue known to few ; 


Yet all ſuch yirtues ſtrongly ſhine in you, 
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AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND 
AT FLORENCE, 


t Jn bis way to Rome. 


ov ſteady impulſe — climes to view, 
To ſtudy nature, and what art can ſhew, 
nds, now approve, while my warm fancy walks 
Ver Italy, and with your genius talks; 
Ve trace, with glowing breaſt, and piercing look, 
he curious gall ry of th* illuſtrious Duke, 
Vhere all thoſe maſters of the arts divine, 
With pencils, pens, and chizels greatly ſhine, 
mmortalizing the Auguſtan age, 
n medals, canvas, flone, or written page. 
rofiles and buſts originals expreſs, 
Ind antique ſcrolls, old e er we knew the preſs. 
or's love to ſcience, and each virtuous Scot, 
ay days unnumber'd be great Coſmus lot. 
The fweet FHeſperian fields you'll next explore, 
wixt Arno's banks and Tiber's fertile ſhore. 
ow, now I wiſh my organs could keep pace, 
> ſky, With my fond muſe and you theſe plains to trace; 
| Ned enter Rome with an uncommon taſte, 
Int feed our minds on every famous waſte ; 
ake ſhowy Wophitheatres, columns, royal tombs, 
10W 3 numphal arches, ruins of vaſt domes, 


ine, pd aerial aqueducts, and ftrong-pav'd roads, 

Which ſeem to*ve been not wrought by men but gods, 
own, I Theſe view'd, we'd then ſurvey with utmoſt care 
own, That modern Rome produces fine or rare, 

Man, There buildings rife with all the ſtrength of art, 
an; roclaiming their great architect's deſert, 


hich citron ſhades ſurround and jeſſamin, 
d all the foul of Raphael ſhines within: 
due, hen we'd regale our ears with founding notes, 


lich warble tuneful thro” the beardleſs throats, 
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Join'd with the vib'rating harmonious ſtrings, 

And breathing tubes, while the ſoft eunuch ſings, 
Of all thoſe dainties take a hearty meal ; 

But let your reſolution ſtill prevail: 

Return before your pleaſure grow a toil, 

To longing friends, and your own native ſoil : 

Preſerve your health, your virtue ſtill improve, 

Hence you'll invite protection from above. 


—» ©.44— 
THE 
BEAUTIFUL ROSE TREE INCLOSED, 


V ITH awe and pleaſure we behold thy ſweets, 
Thy lovely roſes have their pointed guards, 
Yet tho? the gath'rer oppoſition meets; | 
The fragrant purchaſe all his pam rewards, 


But bedg'd about and watch'd with wary eyes, 
O plant ſuperior, beautiful and fair, 
We view thee like yon ſtars which gem the ſkies, 
But equally to gain we muſt deſpair. 


Ah ! wert thou growing on ſome ſecret plain, 
And found by me, how raviſt'd would I mect 

All thy tranſporting charms, to eaſe my pain, 
And feaſt my raptur'd foul on all that's ſwect. 


Thus ſung who Symon : Symon was in love, 
His too aſpiring paſſion made him ſmart ; 
The roſe tree was a miſtreſs far above 


The ſhepherd's hope, which broke his tender heart 
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AN ODE, 
oil: Nullam, Vare, ſacra vite prius ſeveris arboram, 
Veg Circa mite ſolum Tiburis, et moenia Catili. HOR, 


B—, could theſe fields of thine 
Bear as in Gaul the juicy vine, 
ow ſweet the bonny grape wou'd ſhine 
On wa's where now, 


OSED, r PF icocks a 1 fine 


eir branches bow, 
ſweets, Since human life is but a blink, 
guards, Why ſhould we its ſhort joys ſo fink ; 


e diſna hve that canna hnk 


ds. The glaſs about; 
La hen warm'd with wine, like men we think, 
7 N | And grow mair ſtout, 
ie ſkies, The cauld-rife carlies clogg'd wi? care, 
ha gathering gear gang 25 and gare, 
lain, ramm'd wi” red, they rant and rair 
meet Like mirthfu* men, 1 
in, loothly ſhaws them they can ſpare 
ſweet, A rowth to ſpen”, 
ve, What ſoger, when wi? wine he's bung, 
. id cer complain he had been dung, 
z Ur of his toil, or empty ſpung ; 
nder hear Na, o'er his glaſs, 


(ought but bra? deeds employ his tongue, 
Or ſome ſweet laſs. 


Vet trouth, 'tis proper we ſhould ſtint 
Durſells. to a freſh mod'rate pint, : 
by ſhould we the blyth bleffing mint 


178 POEMS, 


| Gu TEAF TRADE — — — ; 
To waiſt or ſpill, 
Since, aften, when our reaſon's tint, 
We may do ill, 


Let's ſet theſe hair-brain'd fouk in view, 
That when they're ſtupid, mad, and fow, 
Do brutal deeds, which aft they rue 


Fg 4 For a* —_—_ 
Which frequen rove very few 
| : To ſuch as theſe. 


Then let us grip our bliſs mair ſicker, 

And tape our heal and ſprightly liquor, 
Which ſober tane makes wit the quicker, 
And ſenſe mair keen, 

While graver heads that's muckle thicker 
05 Grane wi' the ſpleens 


May neꝰer fic wicked fumes ariſe 
In me, ſhall break a ſacred ties, 
And gar me like a fool deſpiſe, 
; Wi' iffheſs rude, 
Whatever my beft friends adviſe, 
'V Tho” ne'er ſo gude. 
il Tis beſt then to evite the fin 
by Of bending till dur ſauls gae blin', RN!“ 
Leſt, like our glaſs, our breaſts grow thin, 


q And let fouk peep 
. At ilka fecret hid within, 
: | That we ſhould keep. 


CLYDE'S WELCOME 
TO HIS PRINCE, 
HAT cheerful ſounds from ev'ry fide I hear, 


| How beauteous on their banks my nymphs i 
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ot throꝰ theſe maſſy mountains at my ſource, 
er rocks ſtupendous of my upper courſe, 
0 theſe fair 2 where I more ſmoothly move, 5 
uro verdant vales to meet Evana's love. 7 
onder ſhe comes beneath Dodona's ſhade, 
ow blyth ſhe looks ! how ſweet and gaylie clade; 
flow ry bounds bear all the pride of May, 

hile round her ſoft meanders ſhepherds play. 10 
ul, lovely Naiad ! to my boſom large, 
midſt my ſtores commit thy cryſtal charge, 

nd ſpeak theſe joys all thy deportment ſhews, 

hat to old Ocean I may have good news. 

ith ſolemn voice, thus ſpoke majeſtic Clyde; 13 
ſofter notes lov'd Evan thus reply'd: 

Great Glotta! long have I had cauſe to mourn, - 
chile my forſaken ſtream guſh'd from my urn; 

nce my late Lord, his nation's juſt delight, 

reatly lamented, ſunk in endleſs night. a® 
lis hopeful Stem, our chief defire and boaſt, 

pos d to danger on ſome foreign coaſt, 

mely, for vears, I've murmur'd on my way, 

hen dark I wept, and ſigh'd in ſhining day. 

The Sire return'd, Juſt reaſons for thy pains, 25 
long to wind thro” ſolitary plains : | 

by loſs was mine, I ſympathiz'd with thee, 

nce one our griefs, then ſhare thy joys with me. 

hen hear me, liquid chieftain of the dale, 

uſh all your cat'racts, till I tell my tale, 30 
hen riſe and roar, and kiſs your bard' ring flowers, 

nd ſound our joys around yon lordly towers; 

on lordly towers, which happy now contain 

ur brave and youthful Price, return'd again. 
Welcome, in loudeſt raptures cry'd the flood, 3g 
us welcome echo'd from each hill and wood; 


4 Rocks ſtupendous.] The river falls over ſeveral bigh 
recipices, ſuch as Corra's Lin, Stone-Byre Lin, Cc. 

6 Evang.] The ſmall river Evan, which joins Clyde near 
enilton, RS | ob 
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To waiſt or ſpill, 

Since, aften, when our reaſon's tint, 


ot thro” 
er rock 


We may do ill, o theſe 

Let's ſet theſe hair-brain'd fouk in view, 10 ver 
That when they're ſtupid, mad, and fow, onder ff 
Do brutal deeds, which aft they rue ow blyt 
* 1 For a' their days, _ 
Which frequently prove very few __ 
o ſuch as theſe. 8 1 

mi 

Then let us 55 our bliſs mair ſicker, nd fpea] 
And tape our =_ and ſprightly liquor, hat to © 
Which ſober tane makes wit the quicker, ith ſole 
| And ſenſe mair keen, \ ſofter 1 
While graver heads that's muckle thicker Great 
X Grane wi' the ſpleens chile m 

May neꝰ er fic wicked fumes ariſe "92 15 
In me, ſhall break a' ſacred ties, Peay | 
And gar me like a fool deſpiſe, G jar 7 
8 Wo flifineſs rude, by 
Whatever my beſt friends adviſe, 4x 73 | 
Tho' ne&'er ſo gude. The 8 

Tis beſt then to evite the fin long t 
Of bending till dur ſauls gae blin , - by loſs 
Leſt, like our glaſs, our breaſts grow thin, Ce ont 
And let fouk peep ben he; 

At ilka fecret hid within, luſh all 
That we ſhould keep. hen riſe 

| nd ſour 

— . | On lord 

Dur brav 

CLYDE'S WELCOME Welco 

TO HIS PRINCE. Li 2 

- | 

HAT cheerful ſounds from ev'ry ſide T bear, ** 
How beauteous on their banks my nymphs "il ; Ev 

pear | emiiten. 


GA 


T bear, 
nymphs 
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ot thro? theſe maſſy mountains at my ſource, 
er rocks er of my upper courſe, 

o theſe fair plains where I more ſmoothly move, 5 
ro verdant vales to meet Evana's love. | 
onder ſhe comes beneath Dodona's ſhade, 

ow blyth ſhe looks ! how ſweet and gaylie clade; 

r low ry bounds bear all the pride of May, 

hile round her ſoft meanders ſhepherds play. 13 
ul, lovely Naiad ! to my boſom large, 

midſt my ſtores commit thy cryſtal charge, 

nd ſpeak theſe joys all thy deportment ſhews, 

hat to old Ocean I may have good news. 

ith ſolemn voice, thus ſpoke majeſtic Clyde; 13 
ſofter notes lov'd Evan thus reply'd: 

Great Glotta! long have I had cauſe to mourn, - 
ſhile my forſaken ſtream guſh'd from my urn; 
nce my late Lord, his nation's juſt delight, 
reatly lamented, ſunk in endleſs night. 20 
lis hopeful Stem, our chief defire and boaſt, 

pos d to danger on ſome foreign coaſt, 

mely, for vears, I've murmur'd on my way, 
When dark T wept, and ſigh'd in ſhining day. 

The Sire return'd, Juſt reaſons for thy pains, 25 
long to wind thro? ſolitary plains : | 

by loſs was mine, I ſympathiz'd with thee, 

nce one our griefs, then ſhare thy joys with me. 

hen hear me, liquid chieftain of the dale, 
luſh all your cat'racts, till I tell my tale, 30 
hen riſe and roar, and kiſs your bord' ring flowers, 
ind ſound our joys around yon lordly towers; 

on lordly towers, which happy now contain 

ur brave and youthful Prince, return'd again. 
Welcome, in loudeſt raptures cry'd the flood, 33 
Ws welcome echo'd from each hill and wood; 


4 Rocks ſtupendous.] The river falls over ſeveral bigh 
ipices, ſuch as Corra's Ling Stone-Byre Ian, c. 

b Evang.] The ſmall river Evan, which jeins Clyde near 
enlton, 3 "NE 
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Enough, Evana, long may they contain 
The noble youth, ſafely return'd again. 
From the green mountain where I lift my Lead, 
With my twin-brothers Annan and the Tweed, 
Jo thoſe high arches where, as Culdees ſing, 
The pious Mungo fiſh'd the trout and ring. 
My Riref nymphs ſhall on my margin play, 
And make ev'n all the year one holy day. 

e Sylvan powers nd watches of cach hight, 
Where fleecy flocks and climbing goats delight, 


— MM + 


Shall from their groves-and rocky mountains roam, 


To join with us and ſing his welcome home. 
With lofty notes we'lllound his high deſcent, 
His dawning merits and heroic bent: 

Theſe early rays which ſtedfaſtly ſhall ſhine, 
And add new glories to his ancient line; 

A line ay loyal, and fir'd with gen'rous zeal, 
The braveſt patrons of the common weal; 

From him who plung'd his Tword (ſo mules ſing) 
Deep in his brealt, who durſt defame our king. 


39 Green mountain.) From the ſame hill the river: ( 
Tveed, and Annan have their riſe; yet run to three df" 
ſeas, wiz. the Northern Ocean, the German Ocean, and 


Iriſb Sea. 


41 High arches.]. The bridge of Glaſgow, where, a 
St. Mungo, the patron of that city, drew vþ # 
that brought bim a ring wwhich had been dropt ; which min 


reported, 


Glaſgow retains the memory in ber arms. 


55 So muſes ſing.] Vide tbe ingenious Mr. Patrick & 
* en the wal 
atchievements of our great king Robert, furnamed the b 
Chap. IF. beginning at this ſtanza, the prophet ſpeaks to 


don's account of this illuſtrious family, in his 


monarch : | 
„Nor in thy time, queth be, there Hall arrive 
A worthy knight, that from bis natove land 
Shall fly, becauſe be bravely ſpall deprive, 
In glorious fight, a knight that foall wilhfland 
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Ve'll ſing the fire, which in his boſom glows 
o warm his friends, and ſcorch his daring foes; 


Lead, zdow'd with all theſe ſweet, yet manly charms, 

weed, ; fit him for the fields of love, or arms: 6o - 

ng, xt in an high and independent ſtate, 

. dove to act what's little, to be great. 

Ys Guard him, firſt Pow'r, whoſe hand direQs the ſun, 
nd teaches me thro? eaverns dark to run; 

aht, ong may he on his own fair plains reſide, 6 


light, id ſlight my rival Thames, and love his Clyde. 


e. — 999 — 


ON THE MOST HONOURABLE 


le 
; THE MARQUIS OF BEAUMONT'S CUTTING 
al, OFF HIS HAIR. | 
s ſing) HALL Berenice's treſſes mount the ſkies, 
ing. And by the muſe to ſhining fame ariſe; 
elinda's lock invite the ſmoctheſt lays 
e river: (pt him whoſe merit claims the Britiſh bays; - 
three difenWnd not, dear Beaumont, beautiful and young, 
Jean, ond he graceful ringlets of thy head be ſung! 
low many tender hearts thine eyes hath pain'd! — 
avere, . many ſighing nymphs thy locks have chain'd! 
frew uf The god of love beheld him with envy, 
which nid on Cytherea's lap began to cry, | 
i drench'd in tears, © O mother, help your ſon! 
Patria ole by a mortal rival I'm undone ; 
en the val ith happy charms h' encroaches on my ſway, | 
ved the Vins beauty diſconcerts the plots I lay; 
a ſpeakr u Vol. I. * 
arrive Thy praiſes due, while be deth thre deferive; 
4 Tea, even this knight foall, with victorious hand, 


Come here, ao! ofe name bis ſeed fol eternize, 


nd Aud fit] thy virt os lint foal! ſympaioine.” 
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mn 


When I've made Cloe her humble ſlave admire, 

Straight he appears and kindles new deſire; 

She ſighs for {wg and all my art beguiles, 

Whilſt he, like me, commands and careleſs ſmiles, 

Ah me ! theſe ſable circles of his hair, 

Which wave around his beauties red and fair, 

L cannot bear! Adonis would ſeem dim, 

With all his flaxen locks, if plac'd by him.” 
Venus reply'd, “ No more, my deareſt boy, 

Shall thoſe inchanting curls thy peace deſtroy ; 

For ever ſep'rate they ſhall ceaſe to grow, 

Or round his cheek, or on his ſhoulders flow: 

T'll uſe my ſlight, and make them quickly feel 

Their honour's loſt by the invading ſteel; 

Fil turn myſelf in ſhape of mode and health, 

And gain upon his youthful mind by ſtealth : 

Three times the ſun ſhall not have rouz'd the morn, 

E'er he conſent theſe from him ſhall be ſhorn.” 
The promiſe ſhe perform'd; but labour vain, 

And ſtill ſhall prove, while his bright eyes remain; 

And of revenge blind Cupid muſt deſpair, 

As long's the lovely ſex are grac'd with hair: 

They'll yield the conquering glories of their heads, 

To form around his beauty eaſy ſhades; 

And in return, Thalia 12 and ſings, 

His lopp'd-off locks ſhall ſparkle in their rings. 


_— 


| 

To ſome YOUNG LaD1Es, tho had been diſpleaſed at a Gent 
man's too imprudently aſſerting, that to be condemned to pi 
7 -tual Virginity was the greateſt Puniſbm ent could be i» fu 
% any of their Sex, | 


| . 2 2 f 
JAY HETHER condemn'd to a virgin ſtate, 
By the ſuperior powers, 
Would to your ſex prove cruel fate, 
m ſure it would to ours. 
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From you the numerous nations ſpring, 
Your breaits our being ſave, 

Your beauties make the youthful ſing, 
And ſooth the old —.— 


Alas! how ſoon would every wight 
Deipiſe both wit and arms, 

To primitive old Chaos Night 
We'd fink without your charms. 


No more our breath would be our care, 
Were love from us exil'd; 

Sent back to heaven with all the fair, 
This world would turn a wild. 


Regardleſs of theſe ſacred ties, 
Wite, huſband, father, fon, 

All government we would deſpiſe, 
And like wild tygers run. 


Then, Ladies, pardon the miſtake, 
And with th' accus'd agree, 

| beg it for each loyer's ſake, 
Low bended on my knee: 


And frankly wiſh what has been faid, 
By the audacious youth, 

Might be your thought; but I'm afraid 
It will not prove a truth: 


For often, ah! you make us groan 
By your too cold diſdain; 
Then quarrel with us when we moan, 
And rave amidſt our pain. 
Qa 
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TO MR. JOSEPH MITCHEL, 


ON THE SUCCESSFUL REPRESENTATION OT 4 
TRAGEDY, WROTE BY HIM, 


Bur Jealouſy, dear Jos, which aft gives pain 


To ſcrimpit ſauls, I own myſelf right vain, =_ 1 
To ſee a native truſty friend of mine "ba : 


dae brawly *mang our bleezing billies ſhine. 

Yes, wherefore no, ſhaw them the frozen north 
Can tow'ring minds wi' heav'nly heat bring forth; 
Minds that can mount wi” an uncommon wing, VeoN y 
And frae black heath'ry- headed mountains ſing, 

As ſaft as he that haughs Heſperian treads, 

Or leans beneath the aromatic ſhades, He: 
Bred to the love of lit'rature and arms, 

Still ſomething great a Scottiſh boſom warms; £ 
Tho? nurs'd on ice, and educate in fnaw, There's 
Honour and liberty eags him to draw De: 
An hero's ſword, or an heroic quill, 

The monſt'rous faes of right and wit to kill. 
Well may you further in your leal deſign, 
To thwart the gowks, and gar the brethren tine 
The wrang opinion which they lang have had, 
That a' which mounts the ſtage—is ſurely bad. 


Stupidly-dull! but fools ay fools will be, ' 
And nane's ſae blind as them that winna ſee. 
Where's vice and virtue ſet in juſter light ? Kan 
Where can a glancing genius ſhine mair bright? F Wh 
Where can we human life review mair plain, \ 
Than in the happy plot and curious ſcene? Not Ca: 
If in themſells fic fair deſigns were ill, Nor 2 
We ne'er had priev'd the ſweet dramatic {kill | : 
Of Congreve, Addiſon, Steele, Rowe, and Hill; Not cof 
Hill, wha the higheſt road to fame doth chuſe, } 
And has ſome upper ſeraph for his muſe : Nor tho 
It maun be ſae, elſe how could he diſplay, \ 


With ſo juſt ſtrength, the great tremendous day. 
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Sic patterns, Joſeph, always keep in view, 


— on 
7 Ne er taſh, if ye can pleaſe the thinking few, 


IN OF 4 
— 


ng Holen to t2wo YOUNG Labits, who gte if I could ſay any 
4 thing on them — One excelled in a beautiful complexiong the 
other in fine Eyes, 
orth 
forth; TO THE FIRST, 
ng, Ueox your cheek fits blooming youth. 
185 TO THE OTHER. 
Heaven ſparkles in your eye. 
. TO BOTH, 
: There's 1 ſweet about each mouth, 
Dear Ladies let me try. 
— — 
3 THE POET'S WISH : 
d, AN ODE. 
ade Oꝛrid dedicatum poſcit Apollinem 
F ates ? b HORACEs 
, RAE great Apollo, poets fay, 
Ie; F What is thy wiſh, what wadſt thou hae, 


, When thou bows at his ſhrine ? 
Not Carſe o' Gowrie's fertile field, 
Nor a' the flocks the Grampians yield, 
n: That are baith fleek and fine: 
* Not coſtly things brought frae afar, 


, As ivory, pearl, and gems ; 
Nor thoſe fair ſtraths that water'd are 
i Wi' Tay and Tweed's ſmooth ſtreams 
3 Q 3 


Then, ſpite of malice, worth ſhall have its due. 
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Which gentily and daintily 
Eat down the flow'ry braes, 
As greatly and quietly 
_ "They wimple to the ſeas. 
Whaever by his canny fate 
Is maſter of a good eſtate, x 
That can ilk thing afford, 
Let him enjoy't withoutten care, 
And wi' the wale o' curious fare 
Cover his ample board. 
Much dawted by the gods is he 
Wha to the Indian plain, 
Succeſsfu* ploughs the wally ſea, 
And ſafe returns again, 
Wi' riches that hitches, . 
Him high aboon the reſt 
Of ſma' fouk, and a*' fouk 
That are wi” poortith preſt. 
For me, I can be wiel content 
To eat my bannock on the bent, 
And kitchen't wi' freſh air; 
Of lang-kail I can make a feaſt, 
And cantily had up my creſt, 
And laugh at diſhes rare. 
Nought frae Apollo I demand, 
But thro” a lengthen'd life 
My outer fabric firm may ftand, 
And faul clear without ſtrife, 
May he then but gre then 


Thoſe bleſſings for my ſkair, .., 


I'll fairly and ſquairly : 
Quit a's and feek nae mair. 
| 


THE RESPONSE OF THE ORACLE. 


To keep thy ſaul frae puny ſtrife, 
And heeze thee out of vulgar lite, 
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We, ina morning-dream, 
Niſper'd our will concerning thee, 
o Marius, ſtretch'd beneath a tree, 
Hard by a pop' ling ſtream; M 
He, full of me, ſhall point the way ” 
Where thou a ſtar ſhall ſee, | 
The influence of whoſe bright ray 
Shall wing thy mule to flee. * 
Mair ſpeer na, and fear na, 
But ſet thy mind to reſt, 
Afpire ay ſtill high'r ay, 
And always hope the beſt. 


— 2 — 
THE RAM AND BUCK, 


eau, the father o' a flock, 
Wha'd mony winters ſtood the ſhock 
f northern winds and driving ſnaw, 
eading his family in a raw, 
hro* wreaths that clad the laigher field, 
1d drave them frac the lowner bield, 
lo crop contented frozen fare, 
i' honeſty on hills blawn bare: 
his Ram, o' upright hardy ſpirits 
Vas really a hon d head o merit. 
alike him was a neighbouring Goat, 
mean-ſaul'd cheating, thieving fot, 
hat tho” poſſeſt o rocks the prime, 
rown'd wi” freſh herbs and rowth o' thyme, 
et ſlave to pilfering, his delight 
Vas to break gardens ilka night, 
nd round him ſteal, and aft de 
Lven things he never could enjoy; 
Lhe pleaſure oꝰ a dirty mind 
bat is fae viciouſly inclin'd. 
Upon a harrowing day, when fleet 
de twinters and 11 bleet, 
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And quake wi' cauld; behind a ruck 
Met honeſt Toop and ſnaking Buck; 
Frae chin to tail clad wi* thick hair, 
He bade defiance to thin air; 

But truſty Toop his fleece had riven, 
When he 14 the birns was driven: 


Half naked the brave leader ſtood, 


His look compos'd, unmov'd his mood: 


When thus the Goat (that had tint a? 
His credit baith wi” great and ſma', 
Shunn'd by them as a peſt, wad fain 
New friendſhip wi' this worthy gain). 
& Ram, fay, ſhall I give you a part 
Of mine? PII do't wr a* my heart: 
*Tis yet a lang cauld month to Beltan, 
And ye've a very raggit kelt on ; 
Accept, I pray, what I can ſpare, 
To clout your doublet wi? my hair.” 
cc No, 
Yet ken, thou worthleſs, that I ſcorn 
To be oblig'd at ony price 
To fic as you, whoſe friendſhip's vice: 
I'd have leſs favour frae the beſt, 
Clad in a hatefu' hairy veſt, | 
Beſtow'd by thee, than as I now 
Stand but ill dreft in native woo; 


Boons frae the generous make ane ſmile, 


From miſcr'ants make receivers vile.“ 


— A ol 
EPIGRAM, 


On receiving a preſent of an Orange from Mrs. G. L. now 


Counteſs of Aboyne. 


ow, Priam's ſon, thou may'ſt. be mute, 


For I can blythly boaſt with thee ; 
Thou to the faireſt gave the fruit, 
The faireſt gave the fruit to me. 


ſays the Ram, © tho? my coat's torn, 


Inſer 
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HEALTH: 
A POEM, 
Inſeribed to the Right Hon. the Ear of STain, 
dz'T mine the honour, once again to hear 


) And ſee the beft of men for me appear; 
proudly chant ! be dumb, ye vulgar throng, ? 
e 


vir bids me ſing, to him theſe lays belong; 

be approves, who can condemn my ſong ? 
Of health I fing : O health my portion beg 
nd to old age Pl ſing if bleſs'd by thee. 

fling divine! Heaven's faireſt gift to man! 

jou] of his joys! and length'ner of his ſpan ! 

is ſpan of life preſerv'd with E breath, 
ithout thy preſence proves a ling' ring death. 
The victor kings may cauſe wide nations bow, 
nd half a globe with conqu' ring force ſubdue; 
bind princes to their axle-trees, and make 

The wond”ring mob of ſtaring mortals quake: 
ret trrumphal arches, and obtain | 

The loud huzza from thouſands in their train: 

but if her ſweetneſs balmy health denies, 

Vithout delight pillars or ZEneids riſe. 
Coſmelius may on filky twilts repoſe, 

nd have a num”'rous chapge of fineſt clothes 

box d in his chair, he may be born to dine 

1 Ortolans, and ſip fine Tokay wine. 

lis liver, if an inflammation ſeize, 

r waſting lungs ſhall make him cough and wheexe, 

No more 4 ſmiles; nor can his richeſt toys, 

r looking-glaſs, reſtore his wonted joys: 

he rich brocade becomes a toilſome weight, 

he brilliant gem offends his weakly ſight ; 

kerfumes grow nauſeous then, nor can he bear 

Loud tuneful notes, that us'd to charm his ear. 

o pleaſe his taſte the cook attempts in vain, 


hen now each former pleaſure gives him pain 


J. L. now 


— — ——— 
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Nor flowing bowls, loud laugh, or midnight freak, 


Nor ſmutty tale, delight the roving rake ; 
When health forſakes him, all diverſions tire; 
There's nothing pleaſes, nothing can inſpire 

A blythſome ſmile ; he ſhuns the ſhine of light, 
An:! broken ſlumbers make a weary night. 

If ſilent fleep attempt to bring him eaſe, 

His watching fancy feels the whole diſeaſe : 

He dreams a mountain lies upon his breaſt, 

Or that he flies the fury of ſome beaſt ; 

Sees, at vaſt diſtance, guſhing from the rocks, 
The cooling ſtream—while burning thirſt provokes 
Him, fainting, to climb up the craggy edge, 
And drag his limbs thro* many a thorny hedge ; 
Hangs over a precipice, or ſinks in waves: 

And all the while E ſweats, turns, ſtarts, and raves, 

How mad's that man, puſh'd by his paſſions wild, 

Who's of his greateſt happineſs beguil'd ; 

Who ſeems, whate' er he ſays, by actions low, 
To court diſeaſe, our pleaſuresꝰ greateſt foe ! 

From Paris, deeply ſkill'd in nice ragoos, 

In oleos, falmagundies, and hogoes, 

Montanus ſends for cooks, that his large board 
May all invented luxury afford : 

Health's never minded, while the appetite 
Devours the ſpicy death with much delight. 
Meantime, king Arthur's fav'ry knighted loin 
Appears a clown, and's not allow*'d to join 

The marinated ſmelt, and ſturgeon joles, 

Soup vermecell, fouc'd turbot, cray, and ſoals, 
Fowls 4 la daube, and omelet of eggs, 8 
The ſmother'd coney, and bak'd paddocks legs, 
Pullets a biſk, and orangedo pye, 

The larded peacock, and the Tarts de Mey, 

The collar'd veal, and pike in caſſorole, 

Pigs a /a Braiſc, the tanſy and bruſlole : 

With many a hundred coſtly mingled diſh, 
Wherein the moiety of fleſh or fiſh 
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wholly loſt, and vitiate as the taſte 

them who eat the dangerous repaſt ; 

atil the feeble ſtomach's over-cramm'd, 

he fibres weaken'd, and the blood enflam'd. 

'hat aiking heads, what ſpleen and drowſy eyes, 
rom undigeſted crudities ariſe ! 

ut when Montanus* paunch is overcloy'd, 

he hagnio or emetic wine's employ'd. 

heſe he 1magines methods the — ſure, 

ſter a ſurfeit, to complete a cure: 

ut never dreams how much the balm of life 
waſted by this forc'd unnat'ral ſtrife. 

hus peuther veſſel muſt by ſcouring wear, | 
ile plate more free from droſs, continues clear, 
ong unconſum'd the oak can bear the beams, 

r lie for ages firm beneath the ſtreams z 

ut when alternately the rain and rays, 

ow daſh, then dry the plank, it ſoon decays. 
uxurious man! altho' thou'rt bleſt with wealth 
ly ſhouldſt thou uſe it to deſtroy thy health? 
Copy Mellantius, if you'd learn the art 

0 feaſt your friends and keep their ſouls alert; 
\me — ſubſtantial Britiſh diſh or two, 

hich ſweetly in their natural juices flow, 

ily appear. And here no danger's found 

0 tempt the appetite beyond its bound; 

id you may eat, or not, as ye incline ; 

nd as ye pleaſe drink water, beer, or wine. 

re hunger's ſafe, and gratefully appeas'd, ? 


he ſpleen's forbid, and all the ſpirits rais'dy 

nd gueſts ariſe regal'd, refreſh'd, and pleas'd. 
Grumaldo views, from rais'd parterres around, 
thouſand acres of fat furrow'd ground, 

id all his own—but theſe no pleafure yield, 

ule ſpleen hangs as a fog o'er every field : 

e lovely landſkip clad with gilded corn, 


le rg and meads, which flowers and groves a- 
orn, 
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No reliſh have; his envious ſullen mind, 
Still on the fret, complains his fate's unkind: 
Something he wants which always flies his reach, 
Which makes him groan beneath his ſpreading beecd 
When all of nature, filent, ſeem to ſhun 

Their cares, and nod till the returning ſun, 

His envious thoughts forbid refreſhing ſleep, 

And on the rack his hopeleſs wiſhes keep ; 
Fatigu'd and drumbly from the down he flies, 
With ſkinny cheeks, pale lips, and blood-run eyes, 
Thus toil'd with lab'ring thoughts he looks aghalt, 
And taſteleſs lothes the nouriſhing repaſt: 


Meagre diſeaſe an eaſy paſſage finds, poor n 
Where joy's debarr'd in ſuch corroded minds. 32 
Such take no care the ſprings of life to fave, Think 01 
Neglect their health, and quickly fill a grave. 3 
tink, 


Unlike gay Myrtle, who, with chearful air, 
Leſs envious, tho? leſs rich, no flave to care, 
Thinks what he has enough, and ſcorns to fret, 
While he ſees thouſands leſs oblig'd to fate, 
And oft'ner from his ſtation caſts his eye 
On thoſe below him, than on them more high; 


lay plag 
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here lo 
o horri 


Thus envy finds no acceſs to his breaſt, - learn 
To four his gen'rous joys, or break his reſt. Vhen * 
en fee 


He ſtudies to do actions juſt and kind, 


Which with the beſt reflections chear the mind: ad lang 
Which is the firſt preſervative of health, de role: 
To be preferr'd to grandeur, pride, and wealth, E leayi 
Let all who would pretend to common ſenſe, den, th 
Gainſt pride and envy ſtill be on defence. pon thy 
Who love their health, nor would their joys controuk oy thr 
Let them ne'er nurſe ſuch furies in their foul, % | thre 

Nor wait on ſtrolling Phimos to the ſtews, 8 
Phimos, who by his livid colour ſhews, X en it 
Him load with vile diſeaſes, which are fixt 3 the 
Upon his bones, and with his vitals mixt. nd all t 
Boes that man wear the image of his God, vg th 
Who drives to death on ſuch an ugly road! ud tong 


Vol. I, 
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&hold him clad, like any bright bridegroom, 
n richeſt labours of the Britiſh loom; 
mbroider d o'er with gold, whilſt lace or lawn 
Vaves down his breaſt, and ruffles o'er his han”, 
et off with art, Which vilely he employs - 
nfinks of death, for low dear-purchas'd joys. 
e graſps the blaſted ſhadow of the fair, 
Vhoſe ſickly look, vile breath, and falling hair, 
wt he flagg'd embrace, and mercenary ſqueeze, 
i eyes, Ne pangs of guilt, and terrors of diſeaſe, 
aghalt, light warn him to beware, if wild deſire 

hd not ſet all his thoughtleſs ſoul on fire. 
poor miſtaken youth! to drain thy purſe, 
Io gain the moſt malignant human curſe 1 


4 Think on thy flannel, and mercurial doſe, 
2 nd future pains, to ſave thy nerve and noſe. 
7. Tuink, heedleſs wight, how thy infected veins 


lay plague thee many a day with loathſome pains, 
ret hen the French foe his woful way has made, 

0 nd all within his dire detachments laid; | 
here long may lurk, and, with deſtruction keen, 
o horrid havock ere the ſymptom's ſeen. 


gh: but learn to dread the poiſonous diſeaſe, 
Then heavineſs and ſpleen thy ſpirits ſeize; 
Then feeble limbs to ſerve thee will decline, 
nds nd languid eyes no more with ſparkles ſhine; 


Lhe roſes from thy cheek will blaſted fade, 
alth, ad leaye a dull complexion like the lead : 
| Iden, then expect the terrible attack; 
pon thy head, thy conduit, noſe, and back; 
-controdl uns thro* thy ſhoulders, arms, and throat, and ſhims, 
1 Vill threaten death, and damp thee with thy fins. 
« re 
ow [rightful is the loſs, and the diſgrace, 
* hen it deſtroys the beauties of the face! 
hen the arch noſe in rotten ruin lies, 5 
nd all the venom flames around the eyes; 
hen th' uvula has got its mortal wound, 
ud tongue and lips jorm words without a ſound ; 
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When hair drops off, and bones corrupt and bar 
Through ulcerated tags of muſcles ſtare. 

But vain we ſing inſtruction to his ear, 
Who's no more ſlave to reaſon than to fear: 
Hurried by paſſion, and o'ercome with wine, 
He ruſhes headlong on his vile defign ; 

The nauſeous bolus, and the bitter pill, 

A month of ſpitting, and the ſurgeon's bill, 

Are now forgot, whilſt he—But here *tis beſt 
To let the curtain drop, and hide the reſt 

Of the coarſe ſcene, too ſhocking for the ſight 
Of modeſt eyes and ears, that take delight 

To hear with pleafure Urþan's praiſes ſung ; 
Urban the kind, the prudent, gay and young, 
Who moves a man, and wears a roſy ſmile, 
That can the faireſt of a heart beguile: 

A virtuous love delights him with its grace, 
Which ſoon he'll find in Myra's lord embrace, 
Enjoying health with all its lovel train 

Of joys, free from remorſe, or — or pain. 

But Talpo ſighs with matrimonial cares, 

His cheeks wear wrinkles, ſilver grow his hairs; 
Before old age, his health decays apace, 

And very rarely ſmiles clear up his — 
Talpo's a fool, there's hardly help for that, 

He ſcarcely knows himſelf what he'd be at: 
He's avaricious to the laſt degree, 

And thinks his wife and children make too free 
With his dear idol; this creates his pain, 

And breeds convulſions in his narrow brain. 
He's always ſtartled at approaching fate, 

Aud often jealous of his virtuous mate; 

Is ever anxious, ſhuns his friends to fave :. * 
Thus ſoon hell fret æ imſelf into a grave; 
There let him rot -worthleſs the muſc's lays, 
Who never read one poem in his days. 

I ting to Marius, Marlus who regards 
The well- meant verſe, and g-n'roufty rewards 
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d bare, he poet's care. Obſerve now, if you can, 2 
ught in his carriage does not ſpeak the man: * 
o him his many a winter wedded wife 7 
lppears the greateſt ſolace of his life. | '» 
» He views his offspring with indulgent love, = 
Vho his ſuperior conduct all approve. 4 
mooth glide his hours; at fifty he's leſs old 1 
han forme who have not half the number told. 4 
t he cheering glaſs he with right friends can ſhare Wo 
ut ſhuns the deep debauch with cautious care. i 
it is ſleeps are ſound, he ſees the morning riſe, 


id lifts his face with pleaſure to the ſkies; 
Ind quaffs the health that's born on zephyr's wings 
19s Ir guſhes from the rock in limpid ſprings. 
rom fragrant plains he gains the cheering ſmell, 
hile ruddy beams all diſtant dumps repell. 
he whole of nature, to a mind thus turn'd, 
woying health, with ſweetneſs ſeems adorn'd: 
o him the whiſtling ploughman's artleſs tune, 
The bleeting flocks, the oxen's hollow crune, 
The warbling notes of the ſmall chirping throngs 
Delight him more than the Italian ſong. 
Io him the cheapeſt diſh of rural fare, 
nd water cool, in place of wine more rare, 
all prove a feaſt. On ſtraw he'll find morecaſe 
Than on the down, even with the leaſt diſeaſe. 
Whoever's tempted to tranſgreſs the line 
free by moderation fix d to enlivening wine, 
ew Macro, waſted long before his time, . 
hoſe head, bow'd down, proclaims his liquid crime. 
Ihe purple dye, with ruby pimples mixt, 
witneſſes upon his face are fixt. 
L conſtant fever waſtes his ſtrength away, 
Ind limbs enervate gradually decay: 
87 Lie gout and palſy follow in the rear, 
ind make his being burdenſome to bear: 
s {queamiſh ſtomach loathes the ſavoury ſey, 
rds ud nought but liquids now can find their way 
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To animate his ſtrength, which daily flies, 
Till the young drunkard's paſt all hope, and dies, 
To practiſe what we preach, O goddeſs born, 

Aſſiſt thy flave, left Bacchanalians ſcorn 


Thy inſpiration, if the tempting grape hue dot 
Shall form the hollow eye, and 14101 gape. ith be 

But let no wretched miſers who repine, Auer) 
And wiſh there were not ſuch a juice as wine, * — 


Imagine here that we are ſo profane 

To think that heav'n gave plenteous vines in vain: 
No; ſince there's plenty, cups may ſparkling flow, 
And we may drink till our rais'd ſpirits glow. 
They will befriend our health, while chearful round 


"th ea: 
o ſtart 
Dr work 
he race 


Incline to mirth, and keep their proper bounds. ad a fte 
Fools ſhould not drink, I own, wh fill wiſh more, metüm 
And know not when *tis proper to give o'er. nd wit 
Dear Britons, let no morning-drinks deceive = 
Your appetites, which elſe at noon would crave E 
Such proper aliments, as can ſupport | . 


At even your hearty bottle, health and ſport. - 
Next view we ſloth (too often the child of wealth) 

A ſeeming friend, but real foe to health. 

Lethargus lolls his lazy hours away, 


dr fend 
manly 
hus ch. 


His eyes are drowſy, and his lips are blae; or min 
His foft enfeebPd hands ſupinely hing, 3 twin 
And ſhaking: knees, unus'd, together cling ; Put his Þ 
Cloſe by the fire his eaſy chair too ſtands, fle knov 
In which all day he ſnotters, nods, and yawns. 2 d 


Sometimes he'll drone at piquet, hoping gain, 
But you muſt deal his cards, that's too much pain. ho va 
He — but ſeldom, puffs at every pauſe, unk th 
Words being a labour to his tongue and jaws: f ſettin 
Nor muſt his friends diſcourſe above their breath, Un furio 
For the leaſt noiſe ſtounds thro? his ears like death. poke 
He cauſes ſtop each cranny in his room, violet 
And heaps on clothes, to fave him from the rheum: licher 
Free air he dreads as his moſt dang rous foe, 

And trembles at the ſight of ice or ſnow, 


4 


rot us. er 


— _ ah _ 


he warming pan each night glows o'er his ſheets, 
hen he beneath a load of blankets ſweats; 


— . he which (inſtead of 11 opes the door, 
ad lets in cold at each dilated pore. 
zus does the ſluggard health and vigour waſte, 
ith heavy indolence, till at the laſt, | 
Fatic, jaundice, dropſy, or the ſtone, 

2 llternate make the lazy lubbard groan. 

: But active Hilaris much rather loves, 

n vain: ich eager ſtride, to trace the wilds and groves; 

8 ow. o ſtart the covey, or the bounding roe, 

4 r work deſtructive Reynard's overthrow; 

ful round The race delights him, orles are his cares 

* nd a ſtout mon fo his eaſieſt chair. 
ometimes to firm hi 


is nerves, he'll plunge the deep, 
nd with expanded arms the billows ſweep: 
hen on the links, or in the eſtler walls, 


* le drives the gowff, or ſtrikes the tennis - balls. 4 

from ice with pleaſure he can bruſh the ſnow, I 
10 d run rejoicing with his curling throw ; iN 

f wealthy ſend the whizzing arrow from the ſtring, 4 

manly game“, which by itſelf I ſing. 2 

hus chearfully he*ll walk, ride, dance, or game, 4 

Nor mind the northern blaſt, or ſouthern flame. 1 

Eaſt winds may blow, and ſudden fogs may fall, = 

a But his hale conſtitution's proof to all, i 

lle knows no change of weather by a corn, Z 

ns. or minds the black, the blue, or ruddy morn. * 
n, Here let no youth extravagantly given, l 
h pain, ho valnes neither gold, nor health, nor heaven, 3 
, tink that our ſong encourages the crime „ 
{ ſetting deep, or waſting too much time 9 
reath, Vn furious game, which makes the paſſions boil, A 
death. Nd the fair mean of health a weak' ning toil, a 


Dy violence exceſſive, or the pain 4 
rheum: W kich ruin'd loſers ever mult ſuſtain, | 
„ R 3 


* A poem on ſeeing the archers Paying at the Revers. 
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Our Hilaris deſpiſes wealth ſo won; 
Nor does he love to be himſelf undone : 
But from his ſport can with a ſmile retire, 

And warm his genius at Apollo's fire ; 
Find uſeful learning in th? inſpired ſtrains, 
And bleſs the generous poet for his pains. 
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Thus he by lit rature and exerciſe, Yet ra 
Improves his ſoul, and wards off each diſeaſe. Bear me 
ealth's op*ner foes we've taken care to ſhow, Than fc 
Which make diſeaſes in full torrents flow: Where 1 
But when theſe ills intrude, do what we will, Of gloo! 
Then hope for health from Clark's approven ſkill; MA thick: 
To ſuch well ſeen in nature's darker — Where | 
That for diſorders can aſſign a cauſe; The hu 
Who know the virtues of ſalubrious plants, Where | 
And what each different conſtitution wants, Or in tl 
Apply for health.—But ſhun the vagrant quack, Where | 
Who gulls the crowd with Andrew's comic clack: Ihe gol 
Or him that charges gazettes with his bills, Health | 
His anadynes, elixirs, tinctures, pills, Of fev' 
Who rarely ever cures, but often kills. oer 
Nor truſt thy life to the old woman's charms, And wa 
Who binds with knotted tape thy legs or arms, Whilſt 
Which they pretend will purple fevers cool; Tou ſea 
And thus impoſe on ſome believing fool. Raiſe hi 
When agues ſhake, or fevers raiſe a flame, And bat 
Let your phy fician be a man of fame, | Soak on 
Of well known learning, and in good reſpect To war 
For prudence, honour, and a mind erect: Lett 
Nor ſcrimply fave from what's to merit due; And va 
He faves your whole eſtate who ſuccours you. dtarve « 
Be grateful, Britons, for your temp'rate beams, I Fray fe 
Your fertile plains, green hills, and ſilver ſtreams, Be ſour 
O'erclad with corns, with groves, and many a mead, Till w: 
Where rife green heights, where herds in millions feed Whi 
Here uſeful plenty mitigates our care, Whate 
And health with freſheſt ſweets embalms the air. Dleſt O 
Upon thoſe ſhores, where months of circling ray: Allow 


Glance feebly on the ſnow, and frozen bays; 
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here, wrapt in fur, the ſtarving Lapland brood 
carce keep the cold from curdling of their blood: 
Here meagre want, in all its pinching forms, 
Combines with lengthen'd night and bleakeſt ſtorms, 
ocombat joyful health and calm repoſe, 
Which from an equal warmth and plenty flows, 
Yet rather, O great Ruler of the day, 
Bear me to Weygate, or to Hudſon's Bay, 
Than ſcorch me on theſe dry and blaſted plains, 
Where rays direct inflame the boiling veins 
1 Of gloomy negroes, who're oblig*d to breathe 
n ſkill; WA thicken'd air, with peſtilential death; | 
Where range out o'er th* inhoſpitable waſtes, 
The hunger-edg'd, and fierce devouring beaſts: 
Where ſerpents crawl, which ſure deſtruction bring, 
Or in th* envenom'd tooth or forked fting ; 
Where fleeting ſands neꝰ er yield t* induſtrious toil 
The golden ſheaf, or plants for wine and oil: 
Health muſt be here a ſtranger, where the rage 
Of fev'riſh beams forbid a lengthen'd age. | 
Ye Dutch, enjoy your dams, your bulwarks boaft, 
And war with Neptune for a ſandy coaſt, 
Whilft frighted by theſe deep tumultuous powers, 
You ſcarce dare fleep in your ſubaqueous bowers: 
Raiſe high your beds, and ſhun your croaking frogsz 
And battle with tobacco- ſmoke your fogs ; | 
Soak on your ſtoves, with ſpirits charge your veins, 
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 'W To ward off agues and rheumatic pains. 
Let the proud Spaniard ſtrut on naked hills, 
; And vainly trace the plain for cryſtal rills; 
Is dtarve on a fallad, or a garlic head, 
beams, Fray for his daily roots, not daily bread; 
eams, Be four, and jealous of his friend and wife, 


a mead, Till want and ſpleen cut ſhort his thread of life. 

lions ſeedy Whilſt we on our auſpicious ifland find | 
Whate'er can pleaſe the ſenſe or chear the mind. 

air. Bleſt Queen of iſles! with a devout regard, 

ng rays WW Allow me to,kneet down and kiſs thy ſward, 
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Thy flow'ry ſward, and offer heav'n a vow, tind Ric 
Which gratitude and love to thee makes due: ud Sanc 
If &er I from thy healthful limits ſtray, Wi frien 
Orby a wiſh, or word, a thought betray, le rais d 


Againſt thy int'reſt, or thy fair renown, 
May never Daphne furniſh me a crown ; 


Nor may the firſt-rate judges of our iſle, 
Or read, or on my blythfome numbers ſmile. 3 
Thalia here, ſweet as the light, retir'd, : 5 tom. 
Commanding me to ſing what ſhe'd inſpir d, Think to 
And never mind the glooming critics bray ; 
The ſong was her's—ſhe ſpoke—and Iobey. 
<Q My he 
ROBERT, RICHY, AND SANDY: , 8 
A PASTORAL, e wagy 
ON THE DEATH OF MATTHEW PRIOR, ESQ. Napp 0 


put 100N 
Inſcribed to the Right Honourable Perſon deſigned by the O oor kin 
Shepterd, 


Roar the Good, by a' the ſwains rever'd, 
Wiſe are his words, like filler is his beard; 
Near ſaxty ſhining ſimmers he has ſeen, 
Tenting his hirfle on the muir-land green: 
Unſhaken yet wi' mony a winter's wind, 
Stout are his limbs, and youthfu' is his mind. 
But now he droops, ane wad be wae to fee 
Him fae caſt down; ye wadna trow tis he. 
By break o' day he ſeeks the dowy glen, _ 
That he may ſcowth to a' his mourning len: 
Nane but the clinty craigs and ſcroggy briers 
Were witneſſes of a* his granes and tears; 


Howder'd wi' hills a 8 burnie ran, Than 
Where twa young ſhepherds fand the good auld man: a ſhed 
andy, 


* Robert, late Bart of Oxford. chy, 
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ind Richy Spec, a friend to a' diſtreſt, 
Ind Sandy, wha of ſhepherds ſings the beſt; 


Vi friendly looks they ſpeer d wherefore he mourn'd, 


le rais d his head, and, ſighing, thus return'd: 


ROBERT. 


O Matt! poor Matt — My lads, e' en take a ſkair 
Df a' my grief; ſweet ſinging Matt's nae mair. 
\h heav'ns ! did e'er this lyart head o' mine 
[hink to have ſeen the cauldrife mools on thine! 


RICH. 


My heart miſga'e me, when I came this way, 
Y « is dog its lane fat yowling on a brae ; 
cry'd, Iſk, iſk—poor Ringwood—ſairy man; 
e wagg'd his tail, cour'd near, and lick'd my han”; 
clapp'd his head, which eas'd a wee his pain; 
bat foon's I gade away, he yowl'd again. 
Poor kindly beaſt. Ah, firs: how fic ſhould be 
Mair tender-hearted mony a time than we! 


SANDY. 


Laſt ouk I dream'd my tup that bears the bell, 
nd paths the ſnaw, out o'er a high craig tell, 
ind brak' his leg—l ſtarted frae my bed, 
\wak'd, and Jeugh —Ah ! now my dream its read. 
How dreigh's our cares, our joys how ſoon away, 
ike ſun-blinks on a cloudy winter's day! 
Flow faſt, ye tears, ye have free leave for me; 


| dear ſweet-tongu'd Matt, thouſands ſhall greet for thee, 


ROBERT. 


Thanks to my friends, for ilka briny tear 
uld man: ¶ le ſhed for him; he to us a' was dear: 
dandy, I'm eas d to ſee thee look ſae wan; 


Richy, thy ſighs beſpeak the kindly man. 
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RICH. 


But twice the ſimmer's ſun has thaw'd the ſnaw, 
Since frae our heights Eddie * was tane awa? : 
Faſt Matt has follow'd.—Of fic twa bereft, 
To ſmooth our ſauls, alake! wha have we left? 
Waes me! o'er ſhort a tack o' fic is 5 


And as 
Dur laird 
en cheel 
ad tak! 
hen cla 


But wha may contradict the will o' heaven? id kail' 
Yet mony a year he liv'd to hear the dale hen I, 
Sing o'er his ſangs, and tell his merry tale. ad fain 
Laſt year I had a ſtately tall aſh-tree, et lady / 


fae to v 
mee mon 
o make 1 
be very 
ho? ſair | 
arcfu” w 


low wile 


Braid were its branches, a ſweet ſhade to me: 
I thought it might have flouriſh'd on the brae, 
Tho” paſt its prime) yet twenty years or ſae: 
ut ae rough night the blatt'ring winds blew ſnell, 
Torn frae its roots, adown it ſouchan fell; 
Twin'd of its nouriſhment, it lifeleſs lay, 
Mixing its wither'd leaves amang the clay. | 
Sae flouriſh'd Matt; but where's the tongue can t 
How fair he grew? how much lamented fell? 


Wha c 


SANDY, he b 
} e bonn 
How ſnackly cou'd he gi'e a fool reproof, | ne'er | 
F'en wi” a canty tale he'd tell aff loof? ha brar 
How did he warning to the doſen'd ſing, o gratif. 
By auld Purganty, and the Dutchman's xing? he filly 
And Lucky's filler ladle ſhaws how aft f f 
Our greateſt wiſhes are but vain and daft. hall neve 
The wad-be wits, he bade them a' but pa e claim 
Their crazy heads into Tam Tinman's ; i pleaf 
There they wad fee a ſquirrel wi” his bells low {we 
ar wreſtling up, yet riſing like themſells. mooth r 
ouſands of things he wittily could ſay, 
Wi' fancy ſtrang, and ſaul as clear as day; * Louis 
Smart were his tales; but where's the tongue can tell WW + 5.:/. 
How blyth he was? how much lamented fell? 492, be 
975, 


® Seuraary Addiſen. 
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RICH. 


e ſnaw, WW And as he blythſome was, ſae was he wiſe, 
: ur laird himſell wad aft rake his advice. 
en cheek for chew he'd ſeat him *mang them a', 
eft? nd tak” his mind bout kittle points o lw. 
hen clan Red yards“, ye ken, wi' wicked feud, 
ad ſkail'd of ours, but mair of his ain blood; 
hen I, and mony mae that were right crouſe, 
ad fain about his lugs have burnt his houſe; 
et lady Avne, a woman meek and kind, 


1 fae to weirs, and of a peacefu* mind, 
e, ince mony in the fray had got their dead, 
2 o make the peace, our friend was ſent wi” ſpeed, 


 ſnell, be very faces had for him juſt regard, 

ho” fair he jib'd their formaſt ſinging hard f. 

wefu' was Matt; but where's the tongue can te 
low wiſe he was? how much lamented fell? 


SANDY. 
Wha cou'd, like him, in a ſhort ſang define 


he bonny laſs, and her young lover's pine? 
| ne'er forget that ane he made on May, 
ha brang the poor blate Symie to his clay; 
o gratify the paughty wench's pride, 
he filly ſhepherd b d, obey's, and dy d. 
0 1 laſſes as the nit- brown Maid, 
all never want juſt praiſes duly paid; 
c claim'd his fangy and ftill it was his care 
| pleaſing words to * and rouſe the fair. 
low {weet his voice, when beauty was in view, 
mooth ran his lines, ay grac'd wi” ſomething new: 


" Louis X. King of France. 


492, be burl:/7ucs, on its being re-taken by the Brit in 
695. 


+ Beileeu, whoſe Ode, on the taking Namur by the French in 
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Nae word ſtood wrang; but where's the tongue can tel 


How ſaft he ſung? how much lamented fell? 


RICH. 


And when he had a mind to be mair grave, 
A miniſter nae better could behave. 

Far out o' ſight of ſic he aften flew, 

When he o' haly wonders took a view: 

Wiel cou'd he praiſe the Power that made us a', 
And bid us in return but tent his law ; 

Wha guides us when we're waking or aſleep, 
WY thouſand times mair care than we our ſheep, 
While he o' pleaſure, power, and wiſdom ſang, 
My heart lap high, my lugs wi' pleaſure rang: 
Theſe to repeat, braid-ſpoken I wad ſpill, 

Altho' I ſhould employ my utmoſt eil 
He towr'd aboon: but ah ! what tongue can tell 
How high he flew? how much lamented fell? 


ROBERT. 


My benniſon, dear lads, light on ye baith, 
Wha ha'e ſae true a feeling of our ſkaith : 
O Sandy, draw his likeneſs in ſmooth verſe, 
As wiel ye can—then ſhepherds ſhall rehearſe 
His merit, "while the ſun metes out the day, 
While ewes ſhall bleet, and little lambkins mae. 
I've been a fauter, now three days are paſt, 
While I for grief have hardly broke my faſt: 
Come to, my ſhiel, there let's forget our care, 
I dinna want a rowth of country fair, FN. * 
Sic as it is, ye're welcome to a ſkair: 
Beſides, my lads, I have a browſt of tip, 
As good as ever waſh'd a ſhepherd's lip; 
We'll take a ſcour o't to put aff our pain, 
For a' our tears and ſighs are but in vain: | 
Come, help me up—yon footy cloud ſhores rain. 
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e can tell 


TO MR. POPE, 


HREE times I've read your Iliad o'er; 
The firſt time pleas'd me well; 

New beauties unobſerv'd before, | 

Next pleas'd me better ſtill. 


gain I try'd to find a flaw, 
Examin'd ilka hne; 

he third time pleas'd me 1% of a', 
The labour ſeem' d divine. 


enceforw ard I'll not tempt my fate, 
On dazzling rays to ſtare, 

eſt I ſhould tine dear ſelf-conceit, 
And read and write nac mair. 


a 
EPISTL E 


TO THE 


HUT in a cloſet fix foot ſquare, 

No faſh'd wi' meikle wealth or care, 
I paſs the livelang day; 

ct ſome ambitious thoughts I have, 
Which will attend me to my grave, 
Such buſked baits they lay. 


Theſe keep my fancy on the wing, 
mething that's blyth and ſnack to ſing, 
And ſmooth the wrunkled brow : 

aus care I happily beguile, 
Wing a plaudit and a fmile 
Frae beſt of men, like you. 


Vol. 1. 


} 


rain. 


HON, DUNCAN FORBES, LORD ADVOCATE, 
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You, wha in kittle caſts of ſtate, 

When property demands debate, Whom 
Can right what 1s dung wrang ; W 
Vet blythly can, when ye think fit, Fes 
Enjoy your friend, and judge the wit Tarn? 
And flidneſs of a ſang, W 
How mony, your reverſe, unbleſt, In 
Whaſe minds gae wand'ring thro? a miſty 1 g 
Proud as the thief in hell, wr 
Pretend, forſooth, they're gentle-fouk, ut gn 
Cauſe chance gi'es them of gear the yowky 70 1 
And better chiels the ſhell? W 
Fe ſeen a wean aft vex itſell, = 
And greet, becauſe it was not tall: * ls 
Heez'd on a board, O then! * 
Rejoicing in the artfu' height, W no 
How ſmirky look'd the little wight ! Wh t 1 
And thought itſelf a man. Tar 
Sic bairns are ſome blawn up a wee a 
Wi' ſplendor, wealth, and quality, 71 Tu 
Upon theſe ſtilts grown vain; NN. tan 
They o'er the pows o poor fouk ſtride, , etith 
And neither are to ha'd nor bide, ** cau 
Thinking this height their ain. — * 
Now ſhou'd ane ſpeer at fic a puff, Ah! " 
What gars thee look ſae big and bluff? reh! 1 
Is't an attending menzie? 838 
Or fifty diſhes on your table ? kay 
Or fifty horſes in your ſtable? . What m 
Or heaps of glancing cunzie? ? f cloſe t 

Are theſe the things thou ca's thyſell ? But that 
Come, vain 3 tell * And diſre 


If thou ſav'ſt yes—T'll ſhaw 

Thy picture—Means thy filly mind, 

Thy wit's a croil, thy judgment, blind, * Mon 
And love worth nought ava. lation of þ 
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Accept our praiſe, ye nobly born, 
Whom heav'n takes pleaſure to adorn 
Wi' ilka manly gift; 
ncourts or camps to ſerve your nation, 
Varm'd wi' that, generous emulation 
Which your forebears did lift. 


In duty, wi” delight, to you 
Th' inferior world do juſtly bow, 
While you're the maiſt deny'd; 
Yet ſhall your worth be ever priz'd 
Then ſtrutting naethings are deſpis'd 
Wi' a' their ſtinking pride. 


This to ſet aff as I am able, 
[ll frae a Frenchman thigg a fable, 
And buſk it in a plaid; 
And tho? it be a bairn of Motte's “, 
When I have taught it to ſpeak Scots, 


I am its ſecond dad. 


« Twa books, near neighbours in a ſhop, 
The tane a gilded Turkey fop, 
The tither's face was weather- , 

And cauf-ſkin jacket ſair worm eaten. 
The corky, proud of his bra ſuit, 
Curl'd up his noſe, and thus cry'd out: 
Ah! place me on ſome freſher binks; 
Figh! — this mouldy creature ſtinks 
How can a gentle book like me 
Endure fic ſcoundrel company? 
What may fouk ſay to ſee me cling 
do cloſe to this auld ugly thing; 
But that I'm of a ſimple ſpirit, 
and diſregard my r 1g 

2 


* Monſ. la Motte, who has written lately a curious Cole 
laat ion of Fables, from which the following ts imitated. 
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Quoth grey-baird, Whiſbt, Sir, wi" your din; 
For a your meritorious ſhin, 
1 doubt if ye be worth within : 
For as auld- faſbian d as I look 
May be I am the better beol. 
O heav'ns! I canna thole the claſh 
Of this impertient auld haſh ; 
I winna ſtay ae moment langer. 
My Lord, pleaſe to\command your anger ; 
Pray only let me tell you that 
What wad this inſglent be at? 
Rot out your tongug—pray, Maſter Symmer, 
Remove me frae this dinſome rhymer: 
It you regard your reputation, 
And us of a diſtinguiſh'd ſtation, 
Hence frae this beaſt let me be hurried, 
For i' his ſtour and tink 'm worried.” - 

« Scarce had he ſhook his paughty crap, 
When in a cuſtomer did pap; 
He up douſe Stanza lifts, and eyes him, 
Turns o'er his leaves, admires, and buys him: 
This book,” ſaid he, © is good and ſcarce, 
The ſaul of ſenſe in Sie + verſe. 
But reading title of gilt cleathing, 
Cries, Gods! wha buys this bonny naithing ? 
Nought duller e'er was put in print ; 
Wow! what a deal of Turkey's tint!“ 

Now, Sir, t apply what we've invented, 
You are the buyer repreſented; | 

And, may your ſervant hope 
My lays ſhall merit your regard, _ 
Fil thank the gods for my reward, 

And ſnule at ilka fop. 


| — 8. ———— 
THE CLOCK AND DIAL, 


A* day a Clock wad brag a Dial, 
And put his qualities to trial: 
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Sake to him thus— My neighbour, pray, 
Can'ft tell me what's the time of day? 
The Dial ſaid, “I dinna ken. 
Hale what ſtand ye there for then? — 
wait here till the ſun ſhines bright, 
For nought I ken but by his light.” 
Wit on, quoth Clock, 7 ſcorn bis help; 
Baith night and day my lain T ſtelp: 
Wind up my weights but anes a week, 
Without bim I can gang and ſpeak; 
Nor like an iſeleſi ſumpb I fland, ; 
But conſlantly veel round my band: 
Hark, bark, I ſtrike juſt now the bour ; 
rd T am right, ane tt three four. 
While thus the Clock was boaſting loud, 
The bleezing ſun brak” thro” a cloud; 
The Dial, faithfu' to his guide, 
Sake truth, and laid the thumper's pride t 
& Ye ſee,” ſaid he, “I've dung ye Fair, 
Tis four hours and three quarters mair. , 
My friend, he added, count again, 
# learn a wee to be leſs vain : 
Neer brag of conſtant clavering cant, 
And that you anſwers never want; 
for you're not ay, to be believ'd ; 
ha truſt to you may. be deceiv'd. 
be counſell'd to behave like me; 
or when 1 dinna clearly ſee, 
aways own I dinna ken, 
ud that's the way of wiſeſt men. 


r 
- AN ODE, 


TO THE MEMORY OF LADY MARGARET ANSTRUTAEE. 
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\ LL in her bloom the graceful ſair, 
Lucinda, leaves this mortal round; 
8 3 


— "IR 


Her loſs a thouſand mourners ſhare, 
And beauty feels the cruel wound: 


Now grief and tears o'er all our jos prevail, In me 
Viewing her roſy cheeks all cold and pale. . 
Thus ſome fair ſtar diftinguiſh'd bright, 3 — 
Which decks the heav'ns and guides the main; e 
When clouds obſcure its glorious light, Let e: 
It leaves the gloomy world in pain: Alc 
So ſudden death has veil'd Lucinda's eyes, How 
And left us loſt in darkneſs and ſurpriſe. Le 
Nor ſweetneſs, beauty, youth, nor wealth, 3 
Nor blood, tho nobly high it ſprings ; n 
Nor virtue's ſelf can purchaſe health, 
When death ſevere his ſummons brings: 
Elſe might the fair Lucinda, young and gay, 
Have bleſt the world with a much longer ſtay. 
But ſay, fweet ſhade, was it thy choice ON 
To leave this low inconſtant globe ; | F 
Tir'd with its vain, its jangling noiſe, 
Thou wiſely dropt thy kuman robe? A | 
Or tell us, guardian 8 tell us true, 
Did ye not claim her hence as one of you? dae we 
Yes, well we know it is your way, « 
When here below ſuch beings ſhine, Now f 
To grudge us even our earthly clay, H 
Which form'd like her becomes divine: What 
Such you demand, and free from cares and fcars, O 
Unmindful of our fruitleſs fighs and tears. os ol 
Yet deign, je friends to human kind. K 
The lonely conſort to attend; | And f. 
O lootke the anguiſh of his mind, A 
And let his killing forrows end: An ch 
Tell him, his ſighs and mourning to aſtage, 4 


Each day ſhe dwelt with him was worth an age. , 


ages 
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Ye lovely virgins who excel, 
Ye fair to whom ſuch ſtrains belong, 
In melting notes her beauties tell, 
And weep her virtues in a ſong ; 
dee that ye — her merit in true light, 
For ſinging her's your own will ſhine more bright. 


Let eaſt and weſt, and ſouth and north, 
Aloud the mournful muſic hear, 
How beauty's fallen beyond the Forth: 
Let Britain's genius cypreſs wear: 
Yet Britain's happy, who ſuch beauty yields, 
As forc'd from her's will grace Elyſium's fields. 


— e 0 — 


ELEGY 


ON THE RIGHT HON, JAMES LORD CARNEGIE, 


Who died Fan. 7, 1722, the 8th year of bis age. 


A* octs feign, and painters draw, 
ove and the Paphian bride; 
dae we the fair Southeſka ſaw, 
Carnegie by her ſide. 


Now ſever'd frae his ſweets by death, 
Her grief wha can expreſs? 

What muſe can tell the waefu' ſkaith, 
Or mother's deep diſtreſs! 


dae roſes wither in their buds, 
Kill'd by an eaſtlen blaſt, 

And ſweeteſt dawus in May wi' clouds 
And ſtorms are ſoon o'ercaſt. 


Ah chequer'd life! Ae day gives joy 
The neiſt our hearts maun bleed; - 

Heav'n caus'd a ſeraph turn a boy, 
Now gars us trow he's dead. 
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Wha can reflect on's ilka grace, 
The ſweetneſs of his tongue, 
His manly looks, his lovely face, 
And judgment ripe ſae young; 
And J forbear to make a doubt, 
As did the Royal Swain, 
When be wi' grief of heart ery'd out, 


{ACRED 


That man wwas made in vain! * 
Mortals the ways of Providence We h 
But very ſcrimply ſean: | Yet 
The changing ſcene eludes the ſenſe hd ar 
And reaſonings of man. he goc 
How many thouſands ilka year, ; 
Of hopefu* children, crave Yet fi 
Our love, and care, then diſappear, We 
To glut a gaping grave. Each 
What is this grave? A wardrobe poor t a, ed 
Which ha'ds our rotting duds; pike 
Th' immortal mind, ſerene and pure, "EY 
Is claith'd aboon the clouds. gome 
Then ceaſe to grieve, dejected fair, Wi 
Tou had him but in truſt; Dart i 
He was your beauteous ſon, your heir, Anc 
Yet flill ac haff was duſt: Liſe ſing 
is NOW 1 


The other to its native ſkies 
Now wings its happy way; 
With glorious ſpeed and joy he fli 
There bliſztully to ſtray. 
Carnegie then but changes clay 
For fair celeſtial rays; | 
He mounts up to eternal day, 
And, as he parts, he ſays: 
4 Adieu, Mamma, forget my tender fate; 
Theſe ruſhing tears are vain, they flow too late.” 
J his ſaid, he haſted hence with pleaſing joy; 
I flaw the gods embrace ther darüng boy. 


AN ODE, 


{ACRED TO THE MEMORY OF THE RIGHT HON. ANNE 


al LADY GAIRLIES., 


ow vain are our attempts to know ? 
How poor, alas! is reaſon's ſkill ? 
We blindly wander here below, 
Yet fondly ſearch Heav'n's ſecret will: 
Fach day we ſee the young, the great, the ſmall, 
he good, the bad, without diſtinction fall. 


Yet ſuch as have the reſt outſhin'd, 
We ſhould be faulty to neglect; 
Each grace of beauteous Garlia's mind 
Deſerves the muſe's high reſpect. 
But how ſhall ſhe ſuch worth and goodneſs paint! 


loving daughter, virtuous wife, and ſaint ! ._ 


Some ſeraph, who in endleſs day 
With themes ſublime employ the lyre, 
Dart in my breaſt a ſhining ray, 
And all my ſoul with her inſpire; 
Elſe ſing yourſelves ſo fair a frame and mind, 
is now ſupplies a place among your kind. 


As we the glorious ſun admire, 
Whoſe beams make ev'ry joy ariſe, 
Yet dare not view the dazzling fire 
Without much hazarding our eyes ; 
> did her beauties ev'ry heart alure, 


Vhile her bright virtues kill'd each thought impure, 


She breath'd more ſweetneſs than the eaſt, 
ate.” While ev'ry ſentence was divine; 
Her ſmiles could calm each jarring breaſt ; 


Her ſoul was a celeſtial mine, 
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Where all the precious veins of virtue lay; 


Too vaſt a treaſure long to lodge in clay. 


Tho“ ſprung from an heroic race, _ 
Which from the world reſpect does claim, 

Yet wanted The no borrow'd grace, 
Her own demands immortal fame: 


Worthy as thoſe who ſhun the vulgar roads, 


Start from the crowd, and riſe amongſt the gods. L 
Such pains as weaker minds poſſeſs, 
Could in her breaſt no acceſs find ; EF 
But lowly meekneſs did confeſs Ae 
A ſteady and ſuperior mind : here 
Unmoyv'd, ſhe bore theſe honours due the great, Vi trut 
Nor could have been depreſs'd with a more humble fatt * _y 
As to the fields the huntſman hies, Wi? Ve 
With joyful ſhouts he wakes the morn ; KAN 
While nature ſmiles, ſerene the ſkies, Oka 
Swift fly his hounds, ſhrill blows his horn: Yet I ed 
When ſuddenly the thund'ring cloud pours rain, MR 
Defaces day, and drives him from the plain. be of & 
Thus young Brigantius? circling arms That fi 
Graſp'd all that's lovely to his heart, Wi wh 
Rejoic'd o'er his dear Anna's charms, Your nz 
But not expecting ſoon to part; By that 
When rigid fate for reaſons known above, baſten t 
Snatch'd from his breaſt the object of his love. And yo 
Ah, Garlies ! once the happieſt man Thob 
Than e'er before Brigantine chief, And me 
Now ſever'd from your lovely Anne, Till me 
Tis hard indeed to ſtem your grief: 20 ente 
Yet mind what you might often from her hear, fler Loc 
What Heav'n deſigns, ſubmiſſive we ſhould bear. et loo 
Oh! neer forget that tender care, And 125 
Thoſe heav'n-born thoughts ſtie did employ, dae Mut 
Forgat 


* She wwas daughter ts the Earl Mariſchal of Scotland 
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To point thoſe ways how you may ſhare 
Above with her immortal joy : 

uch a bright pattern of what's good and great, 

ren angels need not bluſh to imitate. 


aim, 
— OS 

5 THE 
gods, LOVELY LASS AND THE MIRROR, 

| NYMPH, wi ilka beauty grac'd, 

Ae morning by her toilet plac'd, 

There the leal-hearted Looking-glaſs 

reat, V' truths addreſt the lovely Lais— 


\umble fat To do ye juſtice, heavenly fair, 
maiſt in charms ye may compare 
Wi Venus” ſell—But mind amaiſt; 
For tho” you're happily poſſeſt 
Of ika grace which claims reſpect, 
RE Yet I fee faults you ſhould correct; 
* l own they only trifles are, 
| et of importance to the fair. 

What ſignifies that patch o'er braid, 

Wi which your col cheek's o'erlaid ? 

Your natural beauties you beguile, 

By that too much affected ſmile ; 

faſten that look—move ay wi' eaſe, 
e. And you can never fail to pleaſe, 

Thoſe kind advices ſhe approv'dy 

And mair her monitor ſhe lov'd, 

Till in came viſitants a threave ; 

To entertain them ſhe maun leave 
ears Her Looking-glaſs—They fleetehing praiſe 
bear; Her looks—her dreſs—and a' ſhe ſays, 

be't right or wrang ; ſhe's hale complete, 
16 And fails in naithing fair or ſweet. 
lo dae much was ſaid, the bonny Laſs 
forgat her faithfu' Looking - glaſt. 
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Clarinda, this dear beauty's You, 
The mirror is ane good and wiſe, 
Wha, by his counſels juſt, can ſhew 
How nobles may to greatneſs riſe. 
God bleſs the wark:——if you're oppreſt 
By paraſites wi' fauſe deſign, 
Then will fic faithfu* mirrors beſt. 
Theſe under-plotters countermine. 


— 8 — 
JUPITER'S LOTTERY. 


Ar, Jove, by ae great act of grace, 
Wad gratify his human race, 

And order'd Hermes, in his name, 

Wi' tout of trumpet to proclaim 

A royal lott'ry frae the fries 

Where ilka ticket was a prize. 

Nor was there need for ten per cent, 

To pay advance for money lent: 

Nor brokers nor ſtock-jobbers here 

Were thol'd to cheat fouk oꝰ their gear. 
The firſt-rate heneſits were Health, 
Pleaſures, Honours, Empire, and Wealth; 
But happy he to whom wad fa” 

Wiſdom, the higheſt prize of a“: 

Hopes of attaining things the beſt, 

Made up the maiſt feck oꝰ the reſt. 

Now ilka ticket ſald wi” caſe, 

At altars for a ſacrifice; 

Jove a' receiv'd, ky, gates, and ews, 
Muir-cocks, lambs, dows, or bawbee rows? 
Nor wad debar een a pqor droll, 

Wha nought cou'd gi'e but his parol; \ 
Sae kind was Fe no to exclude | 
Poor wights tor want o' wealth or blood 
Even whiles the gods, as record tells, 
Eought teveral tickets for themſells. 
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When fou, and lots put in the wheel, 
Aft were they turn'd, to mix them weel; 
Blind Chance to draw Jove order'd ſyne, 
That nane wi' reaſon might repine: 
He drew, and Mercury was clark, 
The number, prize, and name to mark. 
low hopes by millions faſt came forth, 
But ſeldom prizes of mair worth, 
ic as dominion, wealth, and ſtate, 
rue friends, and lovers fortunate. 
Viſdom at laſt, the greateſt prize, 
omes up—aloud clark Hermes cries— 
[lumber ten thouſand—come, let's ſee 
he perſon bleſt.—Quoth Pallas, Me.— 
hen a” the gods for blythneſs ſang, 
hro* heav'n glad acclamations rang; 
hile mankind, grumbling, laid the wyte 
In them, and ca'd the hale a byte. 
Les! cry'd ilk ane, wi ſobbing . 
ind Jove has play d a parent's part, 
ha did this prize to Pallas ſend, 
Vhile we're ſnegg d aff at the wab's end. 
Soon to their clamours Jove took tent, 
lo puniſh which to wark he went; 
e ſtraight wi? Follies fill'd the wheel, 
n Wiſdom's place they did as weel; 
or ka ane wha Folly drew, 
their conceit 2 Sages grew 3 
ne thus contented, a retir d, 
d ilka fool himſelf admir'd. 


— 2 od 
THE MSER AND MINOS. 


nonrsyxx there was a wretched miſer, 
Wi” pinching had ſcrap'd up a treaſure; 
ſet frac his hoords he doughtne take 
much wou'd buy à mutton ſtake, 
Yol, L — 
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Or take a glaſs to comfort nature, 

But ſcrimply fed on crumbs and water: 

In ſhort, he famiſh'd midſt his plenty; 
Which made ſurviving kindred canty, 
Wha ſcarcely for him pat on black, 

And only in his loof a plack, 

Which even they grudg'd: Sic is the way 
Of them wha fa” upon the prey; | 
They'll ſcarce row up the wretch's feet, 
Sae fcrimp they make his winding-ſheet, 

Gould leave a vaſt eſtate 
And heaps of gowd like Arthur's ſeat: 
Wiel, down the ſtarving ghaift did fink, 

Till it fell on the Stygian brink ; 

Where auld Van Charon ſtood and raught 
His wither'd loof out for his fraught; 
But them that wanted wherewitha”, 

He dang them back to ſtand and blaw. 
The Miſer lang being us'd to fave, 

Fand this, and wadna paſſage crave; 
But ſhaw'd the Ferryman a knack, 
Jumpt in—ſwam o'er, and hain'd his plack. 
Charon might damn, and fink, and roar; 
But a' in vain—he gain'd the ſhore.— 
Arriv*d—the three pow'd dog of hell 
Gowl'd terrible a triple yell 
Which rouz'd the ſnaky Siſters three, 
Wha furious on this wight did flee, 


Wha'd play'd the ſmuggler on their coaſt, 


By which Pluto his dues had loſt: 
"Then brought him for this trick ſo heinous 
Afore the bench of juſtice Minos. 

The caſe was new, and very kittle, 
Which puzzl'd a' the court nae little; 
Thought after thought wi” unco ſpeed 
Flew round within the judge's head, 

To find what puniſhment was due 
For lic a daring crime, and new. | 
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KHou'd he the plague of Tantal feel, 
Or ſtented be on Ixion's wheel, 

Or ſtung wi” bauld Prometheus” pain, 
Or help Syſiph to row his ſtane, 

Onſent amang the wicked rout 

To fill the tub that ay runs out? 

No, no, continues Minos, no, 

Weak are our puniſhments below, 

For fic a crime; —he maun be hurld 
Straight back again into the world. 

| ſentence him to ſee and hear 

What uſe his friends make of his gear. 


OO >— 
THE APE AND THE LEOPARD. 


HE Ape and Leopard, beaſts for ſhow, 
The firſt a wit, the laſt a beau, 
To make a penny at a fair, 
dvertis'd a* their parts ſae rare. 
he tane ga'e out wi meikle wind, 
His beauty *boon the brutal kind; 
daid he, I'm kend baith far and near, 
Even kings are pleas'd when I appear; 
ind when I yield my vital puff, 
veens of my ſkin will make a muff; 
My fur ſae delicate and fine, 
Vi” various ſpots does ſleekly ſhine. 
Now lads and laſſes faſt did rin, 
o ſee the beaſt wi bonny ſkin: 


His keeper ſhaw'd him round about; 


hey ſaw him ſoon, and ſoon came out. 
But maſter Monkey wi” an air 

pt out, and thus harangv'd the fair: 
ome, gentlemen, and ladies bonny, 
I give ye paſtime for your money; 

can pertorm, to raiſe your wonder, 
Vf pawky tricks mac 7 a hunder. 
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My couſin Spotty, true he's bra”, 

He has a curious ſuit to ſhaw, 

And naithing mair,—But frae my mind 
Ye fhall blyth ſatisfaction find. 
Sometimes I'll act a chiel that's dull, 
Look thoughtfu', grave, and wag my ſculls 
Then mimuc a light-headed rake, 

When on a tow my houghs I ſhake : 
Sometimes, like modern monks, I'll ſeem 
To make a ſpeech, and naething mean. 
But come away, ye needna ſpeer 

What ye're to pay; I'ſe no be dear; 

And if ye grudge for want of ſport, 

I'll give it back t' ye at the port. 
The Ape facceeded, in fouk went 
Stay' d lang and came out wiel content; 
Sae much will wit and ſpirit pleaſe, - 
Beyond our ſhape, and braweſt claiths. 
How mony, ah! of our fine gallants 


Are only Leopards in their talents? 
; —— 


THE ASS AND BROCK. 


Io « tp a — Aſs 5 

| as dan thro” a narrow 

Where he forgather'd wi a Brock, 

Wha him ſaluted frae a rock; 

Speer'd how he did how markets gade 
hat's a' ye'r news—and how is trade 

How does Jock Stot and Lucky Lad, 

Tam Tup, and Bucky, boneſt lad! 

Reply'd the Aſs, and made a heel, 

E' en a' the better that ye'r weel: 

But Jackanapes and ſnarling Fi 

Are grown {o wicked (ſome ca's't witty), 

That we wha ſolid are an' grave, 

Nae peace on our ain howms can have; 

While we are bily gathering gear, 

Upon a brace they'll ſit and incer. 


To lee 
O ſcou 
Stout a 
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— — — Irene nee tom 
— nc ho chance to breathe chin, 3 
Or ha'e ſome ſlaver at his chin, 
Or*gainſt a tree ſhou'd rub his arſe, 
That's ſubje& for a winſome farce : 
There draw they me, as void of thinking, 
And you, my dear, famous for ſtinking ; 
And the baul bify Bair your frien', 
A glutton dirty to the een; 
By laughing Dogs and Apes abus'd, 
Wha is't can thole to be fac us'd? 
Dear me! heh! wow! and ſay ye ſae— 
Return'd the Brock—T'm unco wae 
To ſee this flood of wit break in: 
O ſcour about, and ca't a fin ; 
Stout are your lungs, your voice 1s loud, 
And ought will paſs upon the croud. 
The Aſs thought this advice was right, 
And bang'd away wi” a” his might; 
Stoud on a know amang the cattle, 
And furiouſly ' gainſt wit did rattle : 
Pour'd out a deluge o' dull phraſes, 
While Dogs and Apes leugh and made faces. 
Thus, a' the angry Aſs held forth, 
v&ry'd only to augment their mirth. 


_— — ? . 
THE FOX AND RAT. 
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T* Lyon and the Tyger lang maintain'd 

A bloody weir, —at-laſt the Lyon gain'd. 
The royal victor ſtrak the earth wi' aw, 
And the four-footed world obey'd his law: - 
Trae ilka ſpecies deputies were ſent, 
To pay their homage due, and compliment 
Their [4 i fo liege, wha'd gart the rebels cour, 
And own his royal right and princely power. 
After difpute, the monieſt votes agree 
That Reynard ſhould — his majeſty, 
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Ulyſſes- like, in name of a' the lave; | 

Wha thus went on—“ O prince, allow thy ſlave 
To rooſe thy brave atchievements and renown: 
Nane but thy. daring front ſhou'd wear the crown, A PEN 


Wha art like Jove, whaſe thunderbolt can make Ca 
The heavens be huſh and a? the earth to ſhake; 3 
Whaſe very gloom, if he but angry nods, \ Cater 
Commands a peace, and flegs th" inferior gods. a gp 
Thus thou, great King, haſt by thy conqu'ring paw Mios 


Gren earth. a ſhog, and made thy will a law: 
Thee a' the animals wi' fear adore, 
And tremble if thou wi' diſpleaſure roar ; 
O'er a' thou canſt us eith thy ſceptre ſway, 
As Badrans can wi' cheeping Rottans play.” 

This ſentence vex'd the enyoy Rottan fair ; 
He threw his gab, and girn'd but durſt nae mair. 
The monarch pleas'd wi” Lowry, wha durſt gloom! 
A warrant's order'd for a good round ſum, 
Which Dragon, lord chief treaſurer, muſt pay 
To ſly-tongu'd Fleechy on a certain day; 
Which ſecretary Ape in form wrote down, 
Sign'd Lyon, and, a wee beneath, Baboon. 
5 given the Fx Now Bobtail, tap o' kin, 
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Made rich at anes, is nor to had nor bin'; ad ſno! 


He dreams of nought but pleafure, joy, and peace, — oy 
Now hleſt wi”.wealth, to purchaſe hens and geeſe: ut 1: 
Yet in his loof he hadna tell'd the gowd, To — 
And yet the Rottan's breaſt wi” anger glow'd; \ creepi; 
He vow'd revenge, and watch'd it night and day, ot Ku. 
He took the tid when Lowry was away, he ai | 
And thro! a hole into his cloſet flips,  -. ad lefd 
There chews the warrant a' in little nips. he Cat 
Thus what the Fox had for his- flatt ry gotten, nd news 
Ev'n frae a Lyon, was made nougkt by ay offence he hun 
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lave THE CATERPILLAR AND THE ANT. þ 
n: | 1 
crown, Wa rxxsy Ant, right trig and clean, | 
Make Came ae day whidding o'er the green, 
ez There, to advance her pride, ſhe ſaw, 
Caterpillar moving ſlaw; 
ds. ood een t' ye, miſtreſs Ant, ſaid he, 1 
ng paw iov“s a' at hame? I'm blyth to s ye. j 
#% he ſaucy Ant view'd him wi ſcorn, | Fs 
lor wad civilities return; N 
ut gecking up her head, quoth ſhe, 4 
a or animal, I pity thee; i 
Vha ſcarce can claim to be a creature, A 
1 at fome experiment of nature; i 


Vhaſe filly ſhape diſpleas d her e 
gloom! Mud thus unfinth'd — flung 97 
Wor me, I'm made wi' better grace, 
ay i active limbs and lively face; 
ind cleverly can move wi eaſe 
rae — to place where er I pleaſe ; 
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5 an foot a minuet or a jigs 

in, ind ſnoov't like ony Whirly- gig; 
Vhich gars my jo aft grip m | 

3 1l his Heart — pace — | 

Seele: Wat laigh my qualities! brings } 

4 To ſtand up claſhing wi a thing, fl 

3 FM creeping thing, the like o thee, _ ® 

d day» Not worthy o” a farewiel t'ye. | 
he airy Ant ſyne turn'd awa', i 
ad left him wi” a proud gafſa. | 

| he Caterpillar was truck dumb, 

Ny ud never anſwer'd her a mum: 


he humble reptile fand ſome pain, 
hus to be banter'd wr diſdain. 

But tent, neiſt time the Ant came by, 
he worm was grown a butterfly; 
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Tranſparent were his wings and fair, 
Which bare him flitt' ring thro? the air: 
Upon a flower he ſtapt his flight, 
And thinking on his former flight, | 
Thus to the Ant himſell addreft; 
Pray, Madam, will ye pleaſe to reſt ? 
And notice what I now adviſe, 
Inferiors ne*er too much deſpiſe : 

For fortune may gre fic a turn, 

To raiſe aboon ye what ye ſcorn; 
For inſtance, now I ſpread my wing 
In air, while your a creeping thing. 


——W— 


THE TWA CATS AND THE CHEESE, 


2 Cats anes on a Cheeſe did light, 
To which baith had an equal right; 

But diſputes, fic as“ aft ariſe, 

Fell out a ſharing o' the prize. 

Fair play, ſaid ane, ye bite o'er thick, 

Thae teeth o' your's gang wonder quick: 

Let's part it, elſe, lang or the moon 

Be chang'd, the kebuck will be doon. 

But wha's to do't ?—They're parties baithz 

And ane may do the other ſkaith. 

dae wi' 2 away they trudge, 

And laid the Cheeſe before a judge: 

A Monkey, wi' a campſchough face, 

Clerk to a juſtice oꝰ the peace: 

A judge he ſeem'd in juſtice fad. _ 

When he his maſter's chair had fill d. 

Now umpire choſen for diviſion, at's 

Baith ſware to ſtand. by his deciſion. 


Demure he looks.—The Cheeſe he pales 15 


He prives—it's good—ca" s for the ſcales ; 
His knife whop's throw't—in twa it fell; 
He puts ilk haſt in either hell; 
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kid he, we'll truly weigh the caſe, 
Ind ſtricteſt juſtice ſhall have place; 
Then lifting up the ſcales, he fand 
Ihe tane bang up, the other ſtand: 
ne out he took the heavieſt haff, 
nd ate a knooſt o't quickly aff, 
nd try d it ſyne ;—it now prov'd light: 
rend Cats, ſaid he, we'll do ye right. 
Then to the other haff he fell, 
nd laid tilPt teughly tooth and nail, 
[il weigh'd again it lighteſt prov'd. 
e judge, wh this ſweet proceſs lov'd, 
till weigh'd the caſe, and ftill ate on, 
ill clients baith were weary grown: 
nd tenting how the matter went, 
ry'd, Come, come; fir, we're baith content. 
e fools, quoth he, and Juſtice too 
aun be content as wiel as you. 
hus grumbled they, thus he went on, 
ill baith the ha'ves were near-hand none: 
oor Pouſies now the daffin ſaw, | 
, os for nignyes to the law ; 
ind bill'd the judge, that he wad pleaſe 
o give them the remaining cheeſe: 
o which his worſhip grave reply d, 
Ihe dues of court maun firſt be paid, 
Now Juſtice pleas'd ;—what”s to the fore 
Will but right ſcrimply clear your ſcore; 
hat's our decreet—gae hame and ſleep, 
d thank us ye're win aff fac cheap. 


| —— a — 


wa travellers, as they were wa king, 
Bout the Cameleon fell a ta king, 
die think it ſhaws them mettl'd men, 
o lay Pye ſeen, and ought to ken); 
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Says ane, tis a ſtrange beaſt indeed, 
Four-footed, wi' a fiſh's head; 

A little bowk, wi” a lang tail, 

And moves far ſlawer than a ſnail; 

Of colour, like a blawart blue;— 
Reply'd his neighbour, That's no rue; 
For wiel I wat bis coleur's green, 

Tf ane may true his ain twa cen; 

For 1 in ſunnſbine ſaw him fair, 

When be vas dining on the alr.— 

Excuſe me, ſays the ither blade, 

I ſaw him better in the ſhade, 

And he is blue, —Z's green, Pm ſure 
Ye lied.— And pere the ſon of a wuhore,— 
Frae words there had been cuff and kick, 
Had not a third come in the nick, 

Wha tenting them in this rough mood, 
Cry'd, Gentlemen, what! are ye wood? 
What's ye'r quarrel, an*t may be ſpeer't? 
Troth, ſays the tane, fir, ye ſhall hear't: 
The Cameleon, I ſay, he's blue; 

He threaps he's green, 
Ne'er falh ye'rſells about the matter, 

Says the ſagacious arbitrator, 

He's black. ——Sae nane of you are right, 
I view'd him wiel by candle light; 

And have it in my pocket here, 

Row' d in my napkin hale and feer. 

Fy! ſaid ae cangler, what & he mean? 

Z lay my lugs on't, that ber green. 

Said th” ither, were I gawn to death, 
I'd ſwear he's blue wi my laſt breath. 
He's black, the judge maintain'd ay ſtout, 
And to convince them whop'd him out: 
But to ſurpriſe of ane an a', f 
The animal was white as ſnaw, L 
And thus reprov'd them Shallow boys, 
Away, away, make nac mair noiſe; 


Now, what ſay you ? 
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le're a? three wrang, and a' three right; 
ut learn to own your nibour's ſight 
good as your's,—Your judgment ſpeak, 
ut never be ſae daftly weak 

imagine ithers will by force 

ubmit their ſentiments to your's; 

things in various lights ye ſee, 
hey'llilka ane reſemble me.“ 


—— 


THE TWA LIZARDS. 


NENEATH a tree ae ſhining day, 
On a burn-bank twa Lizards lay, 

keking themſells now in the beams, 

hen drinking oꝰ the cauller ſtreams. 

Vaes me, ſays ane o' them to th' ither, 
low mean and filly live we, brither? 
-neath the moon is ought ſae poor! 
legarded leſs, or mair obſcure! 

ſe breathe indeed, and that's juſt a'; 

ut, forc'd by deſtiny's hard law, 

1 earth like worms to creep and ſprawl: 
urſt fate to ane that has a faul! 

orby, gin we may trow report, 

Nilus giant Lizards ſport, 

1d Crocodiles;—ah! had I been 
f fic a ſize, upon the green, 

ben might I had my ſkair of fame, 
onour, reſpect, and a great name; 

nd Man wi” gaping jaws have ſhor'd, 
ne like a pagod been ador'd. 

Ah, friend! replies the ither Lizard, 
hat makes this grumbling in thy gizzard? 
bat cauſe have ye to be uneaſy! | 
annot the ſweets of freedom pleaſe ye? 
ie free frac trouble, toil, or care, 
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And beildy holes, when tempeſts blaw. 
Why ſhould we fret, look blae or wan, 
Tho” we're contemn'd by paughty man? 
If fae, let's in return, be wile, 

And that proud animal deſpiſe. 

O fy ! returns th* ambitious beaſt, 
How weak a fire now warms thy breaſt ! 
It breaks my heart to live ſae mean; 

Fd like t' attract the gazer's een, 

And be admir'd— t ſtately horns 

The Deer's majeftic brow adorns! 

He claims our wonder and our dread, 

Where'er he heayes his haughty head. 

What envy a' my ſpirit fires, 

When he in cleartſt pools admires 

His various beauties wr delyte ; 

I'm like to drown myſell wi” ſpite. | 

Thus he held forth—when ſtraight, a pack 

Of Hounds, and Hunters at thel back, 

Ran down a Deer before their face, 

Breathleſs and wearied wi” the chace; 

The dogs upon the victim ſeize, 

And beugles found his obſequies. 

But neither men nor dogs took tent 

Of our wee — — on oo bent, 1 

While hun awty, and Tray, 

Devour'd x oh — of the prey. R 
Soon as the — deed was paſt, 

The Lizard wiſe the proud addreſt: 

Dear couſin, now pray let me hear "s 

How wad ye like to be a Deer? 

Ohon ! quoth he, convinc'd, and wae, 
Wha wad have thought it anes a-day! 
Wiel, be a private life my fate, 
I'll never-envy mair the great: 

That we are little fouk, that's true; 


But ſac's our cares and dangers too 


The cryſtal ſpring and green-wood ſhaw, 
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HE gods cooſt out, as ſtory gaes, 


Some being friends, ſome being faes, 


To men in a beſieged city ; 
Thus ſome frae ſpite, and ſome frae pity, 


Stood to their point wi” canker'd ftriineſs, 


And leftna ither in dogs likeneſs: 

Juno ca'd Venus whore and bawd, 
Venus ca'd Juno ſcaulding jad, 

Een criple Vulcan blew the low, 
Apollo ran to bend his bow, 

Dis hook his fork, Pallas her ſhield, 
Neptune his grape began to wield; + 
What plague, cries Jupiter, oi Poa ! 
Maun this town prove anither Troy? 
What, will you ever be at odds, 

Till mankind think us fooliſh gods? 


Hey! miſtreſs Peace, make haſte—appear— 


But Madam was nae there to hear: 
Come, Hermes, wing thy heels and head, 
And find her out wi' a' thy ſpeed: 
Trowth, this is bonny wark indeed. 
Hermes obeys, and ſtaptna ſhort, 
But flies directly to the court; 
For ſure, thought he, ſhe will be found 
On that fair complimenting ground, 
Where praiſes and embraces ran 
Like current coin *tweer man and man; 
But ſoon, alake! he was beguil'd, 
And fand that courtiers only ſmil'd, 
And wi” a formal ſlatt"ry treat ye, 
That they mair ſickerly might cheat ye: 
Peace was na there, nor e'er could dwell 
Where hidden envy makes a hell. | 
Neiſt to the ha*, where juſtice ſtands. 
pb 4 and balance in ber hands, 
'ol. I. 
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He flew—no that he thought to find her 
Between th” accuſer and defender; | 
But ſure he thought to find the wench 
ang — fouk that fill the bench; 
e muckle gravity and grace 
Appear'd in ilka judge's face: 
Even here he was deceiv'd again, 
For ilka judge ſtack to his ain 
Interpretation gf the law, | 
And vex'd themſells wi” bad and draw. 
Frae thence he flew ftraight to the kirk: 
In this he prov'd as-daft a ſtirk, 
To look for Peace, where never three 
In ev'ry point cou'd e er agree; 
Ane his ain gate explain'd a text, 
uite contrair to his neighbour next, 
And teughly toolied day and night 
To gar believers trow them right. 
Then fair he figh'd—where can ſhe be? 
Wiel thought—the univerſity, 
Science is ane, theſe maun agree: 
There did he bend his ſtrides right clever, 
But is as far miſtane as ever; 
For here contention and ill- nature 
Had runkled tka learned feature; 
Ae party ſtood for ancient rules, 
Anither ca'd the ancients fools ; 
Here ane wad ſet his ſhanks aſpar, 
And rooſe the Man that fang Troy war, 
Anither ca's him Robin Kar. 
Wiel, ſhe's no here—away he flies 
To ſeek her amangi families; 
Tout, what wou' d the do there I wonder? 
Dwells ſhe wi' matrimonial thunder, 
Where mates, ſome greedy, ſome deep drinkers, 
Contend wi” thriftleſs mates or jinkers ? ' 
This ſays, tis black; and that wi' ſpite, 
Stifly maintains and threaps tis white. 
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Weary'd at laſt, quoth he, let's ſee, | 
os branches wi' their ſtocks agree; bak” | 


et here he fand ſtill his miftake : 

— ne parents cruel were, ſome weak; 
ESE EWhilc bairns ungratefu' did behave, 
a wiſh'd theirparents in the grave. 

ES Has Jove then fent me mang thir fowk, 

Cy Hermes, here to hunt the gowk ? 

SEW I have made a waly round, 
EET ſcck what is not to be found: 
aon the win wards a burn 
ES. wee piece aff bis looks did turn, 
—_Therc miſtreß Peace he chanc'd to ſeg 
ing beneath a willow tree; 
have I found ye at the aſt ? 
e cry'd aloud, and held her faſt. 
e 1 reſide, quoth ſhe, and ſmil'd, | 
SEW ar auld hermit in this wild. | ? 
SES Wicl, Madam, ſaid he, I perceive f 
nne may lang your prefence craves 
SEA miſs ye Wu Der this ſeems plain, | 
SES have ye, anc maun be alane, 
"þ THE SPRING AND THE 
Ps E ED b a livin 8 2 rill 
* Fd cal Le 4 fall; res“ | 
ESA thouſand flowers upon its bank | ; 
boourich'd fu” fair, and grew right rank: b 
ear to its courſe a Syke did ye, 
eil was in ſummer often dry, 
ud ne'er recover'd life again, 
nt after ſoaking ſhowers of rain ; | | 
nen wad he ſwell, look big and ſprum, 2, 
wa o'er his margin proudly guſh. - | | 
Ae day, after great waughts of wet, 
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And ran him down wi' unco din; 

Said he, How poorly does thou rin? 

See wi what ſtate I daſh the brae, 

Whilſt thou canſt hardly make thy way. 
The Spring, wi” a ſuperior air, 

Said, Sir, your brag gives me nae care; 

For ſoon's ye-want your foreign aid, 


Jour paughty eracks will ſoon be laid: 


Frae my ain head 1 have ſupply, 
But you muſt borrow, elſe rin dry, 


| —>@<— 
THE DAFT BARGAIN: 
'& TALE. 


AT market anes, I watna how, 

Twa herds between them coft a cow: 
Driving her hame, the needfu” Hacky 
But ceremony,.chanc'd to k——. | 
Quoth Rab right ravingly to Raff, 
Gin ye'll eat that digeſted draff | 
Of Crummy, I ſhall quat my part— ' 

A bargain be't wi' a' my heart, 


Raff ſoon reply'd, and lick'd his thumb, 


To gorbPt up without a gloom ; 


Syne till't he fell, and ſeem's right yap 
His mealtith quickly up to gawp; 

Haff done, his heart began to ſcunner, 
But lootna on till Rab ſtrak under; 


Wha fearing ſkair of cow to tine, _ 


At his daft bargain did repine. | 

Wiel, wiel, quoth Raff, tho“ ye was raſh, 
Pll ſcorn to wrang ye, ſenſeleſs haſh ; + 
Come, fa? to Mark, as I ha'e done, 

And eat the ither haff as ſoon, 


Ye's fave ye'r part—Content, quoth Rab 
d the reſt o't in his gab, 


And | 
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Not what was tint, or what was won, 

k eithly ſeen—My ſtory's done. 

Yet frac this tale confed'rate ſtates may learn 
To ſave their cow, and yet no eat her 


THE TWA CUT-PURSES: 


A TALE. 


x Borrows-town there was a fair, 

And mony a landart coof was there, 
Baith lads and laſſes buſked brawly, 
To glowr at ika bonny waly, 
And lay out ony ara bodles 
On ſma' gimcracks that pleas'd their noddles, 
dic as a jocktatey, or ſheers, 
Confeckit ginger, plurnbs, or pears. 

Theſe gaping gowks twa rogues ſurveys 
And on their caſh this plot they lay: 
The rane leſs like a knave than fool, 
Unbidden clam the high cockſtool, 
And pat his head and baith his hands 
Thro' holes "where the ill · doers ſtands: 
Now a' the crowd wi” mouth and een 
Cry'd out, « What does the idiot mean 8 
They glowr'd and leugh, and gather'd thick, 
And never thought upon a trick, | 
Till he beneath Jad one his job, 
By tooming pouches of the mob; 
Wha now poſſeſt of rowth of gear, 
Scour'd aff as lang's the coaſt was clear. 

But wow the ferly quickly chang'd. 
When thro their empty fobs they rang*d : 
dome girn'd, and ſome look'd blae, wi grief; 


While ſome cry'd out, BY had the thief ;** . 
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But neꝰer a thief or thief was there, 
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Or cou'd be found in a' the fair. 
The jip, wha ſtood aboon them a', 
His innocence hegan to ſhaw ; 

Said he, My friends, I'm very ſorry 
To hear your melancholy flory ; _ 
But ſure, where'er your tinſel be, 


Ye canna lay the wyte on me. 
— — 
 EPISTLE 
TO 


ROBERT YARDE, OF DEPONSHIRE, ESN. 


Fn northern mountains clad wi' ſnaw, 
Where whiſtling winds inceſſant blaw, 

In time now when the curling ſtane, 

Slides murm'ring o'er the icy plain, 

What ſprightly tale in verſe can Yarde 

Expect frae a cauld Scottiſh bard, 

WY broſe and bannocks poorly fed, 

In hoden gray right haſhly cled, 

Skelping o'er frozen hags wi' pingle, 

Picking up peets to beet his ingle ; 

While fleet that freezes as it fa's, 

Theeks as wi' glaſs the divot waws 

Of a laigh hut, where ſax the gither 

Lic heads and thraws on craps of heather : 

Thus, Sir, of us the ſtory gaes, 5 

By our mair dull and ſcornfu' facs ; | 

But let them tauk and gowks believe, 

While we laugh at them in our ſleeve; 

For we, nor-barbarous nor rude, 

Ne'er want good wine to warm our. blood ; 

Have tables crown d—and heartſome heils, 

And can in Cumin's, Don's, or Steil's, 
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Be ſerv'd as plenteouſly and civil, 
As you in London at the Devil. 
You, Sir, yourſell, wha came and ſaw, 
Own'd that we wanted nought at a', 
To mak' us as content a nation 
As ony is in the creation. 
This point premis'd my canty muſe 
Cocks up her creſt without excuſe, 
And ſcorns to ſcreen her natural flaws 
WY ifs and buts, and dull becauſe ; 
She pukes her pens, and aims a flight 
Thro' regions of internal light, 
Frae fancy's field, theſe truths to bring 
That you ſhould hear, and ſhe ſhould ſing. 
Langſyne, when love and innocence 
Were — nature's beſt defence, 
Ere party jars made lawtith leſs, 
By cleathing't in a monkiſh dreſs ; 
hen poets ſhaw'd theſe evenly roads, 
That lead to dwellings of the gods. 
In theſe dear days, wiel kend of fame, 
Divini vates was their name: | 
It was, and 1s, and ſhall be ay, | 
While they move in fair virtue's way. 
Tho” rarely we to ſtipends reach, 
Yet nane dare hinder us to preach. 
Believe me, Sir, the neareſt way 
To happineſs is to be gay ; 
For en indulg'd, will baniſh reſt 
Far frae the boſoms o the beſt ; 
Thouſands a year's no worth a prin, 
Whene'er this faſhious gueſt gets in: 
But a fair competent eſtate 
Can keep a man frae looking blate, 
Sae cithly it lays to his hand 
What his juſt appetites demand. 
Wha has, and can enjoy, O wow! 
How ſmoothly may his minutes Gow? 
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A youth thus bleſt wi” manly frame, 
Enliven'd wi' a lively flame, | 
Will ne'er wi” ſordid pinch controul 
The ſatisfaction of his ſoul. 
Poor is that mind, ay diſeontent, 
That canna uſe what God has lent; 
But envious, girns at a* he ſees, 
That are a crown richer than he's; 
Which gars him pitifully hane, 
And hell s aſe-middens rake for gain; 
Yet never kens a blythſome hour, 
Is ever wanting, ever four, 

Yet ae extreme ſhou'd never make 
A man the gowden mean forſake, 
It ſhaws as much aſhallow-mind, 
And ane extravagantly blind, 
If careleſs of his future fate, 
He daftly waſtes æ good eſtate, 
And never thinks tilltho 
And can afford him nought but pain. 
Thus will a joiner's ſhavings bleeze, 
Their low will for ſome ſeconds pleaſe ; 
But ſoon the glaring leam is paſt, 
—— darkneſs follows faſt: 

ile flaw the faggots large expire, 

And warm us wii a laſting fire. 
Then neither, as I ken ye will, 
Wi' idle fears your pleaſures ſpill; 
Nor wi' neglecting prudent care, 
Do ſkaith to your ſucceeding heir: 
Thus ſteering cannily thro” life, 
Your joys ſhall laſting be and rife. 
Give a? your paſſions room to reel, 
As lang as reaſon guides the wheel ; 
Deſires, tho? ardent, are nae crime, 
When they harmoniouſly keep time; 
But when they ſpang o'er realon's fence, 
We ſmart for't àt our ain expence : 
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lo recreate us we're allowed, 

ut gaming deep boils up the blood, 

nd gars ane at groom-porters ban 

The Being that made him a man. 

Then his fair gardens, houſe, and lands, 
re fa'n amongſt the ſharpers hands. 
cheerfu* bottle ſooths the mind, 

ars carles grow canty, free, and kind; 
Defeats our care, and heals our ſtrife, 

d brawly oils the wheels o life: 

But when juſt quantums we tranſgreſs, 
Dur bleffing turns the quite reverſe. , 

To love the bonny ſmiling fair, 
ane can their paſſions better ware; 
et love is kittle and unruly, 

nd ſhou'd move tentily and hooly ; 
For if it get o'er meikle head, 
'Tis fair to gallop ane to dead: 
Oer ilka hedge it wildly bounds, 

nd grazes on forbidden grounds; 

There conſtantly, like furies, range 
oortith, diſeaſes, death, revenge: 
To toom ane's pouch to dunty clever, 
Or have wrang'd huſband probe ane's liver, 
Or void ane's faut out thro' a ſhanker, 
In faith *twad any mortal canker. 

Then wale a, virgin worthy you, 
Worthy your love and nuptial vow ; 

Syne frankly range o'er a' her charms, 
Drink deep of joy within her arms ; 
Be {till delighted wi” her breaſt, 

And on her love wi” rapture feaſt. 

May ſhe be blooming; ſaft and young, 
W? graces melting from her tongue; 
Prudent and yielding to retain 
Your love, as wiel as you her ain. 

Thus, wi' your leave, Sir, I've made free 
To give advice to ane can gie 
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Said, when the ſand tald time was done, Ay 
Hale patience, my dear friends, a wee, Fo the | 
And take another glaſs frae me; ies like 
And if ye think there's doublets due, dare ne 
I ſhanna bauk th · like frae you,” ſp by tl 
ls ſpeak 

— he fau 

TIT FOR TAT. _ 

Born our channel, where *tis common x 4 
To be prieſt-ridden, man and woman ; W 1. 

A father, anes, in grave proceſſion, T 1 


Went to receive a 2 s confeſſion. wg” 
Whale fins, lang- gather'd now began - War 
To burden fair bis inner man: | ell wy 
But happy they that can wi” eaſe 

Sling aff ſic laids whene'er they pleaſe : 

Lug out your fins, and eke your purk 

And ſoon your kind fpiritual nurſes 

Will eaſe you o' theſe heavy turſes. 

Cries Hodge, and ſighs, ah! father ghoſtly, 

T lang'd anes for ſome jewels coſtlx, 

And ſtaw them frae a ſneaking miſer, 

Wha was a wicked cheating ſqueezer, 

And much had me and others wrang d, row 17 
For which I often' wiſh'd him hang d. 
The father ſays,I own, my ſon, 

To rob or pilfer is M done; | 
But I can eith forgive the faut, 47 
Since it is only tit for tat, 

'The ſighing penitent gade furder, 
And own'd his anes deſigning murder 3 
That he had lent ane's guts a | 

Wha had gi'en him a broken head. 
Replies the prieſt, My ſon, tis plain, 
That's only tit for tat again. | 
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But ſtill the finner ſighs and ſobs, 
Ind cries, ah! theſe are venial jobs 
lo the black crime that yet behind 
ies like Auld Nick upon my mind: 
dare na name't; Id lure be ſtrung 
p by the neck or by the tongue, 
u ſpeak it out to you: believe me 
he faut ye never wad forgive me. 
he haly man wi” pious care, 
treated, pray'd, and ſpake him fair, 
onjur'd him, as he hop'd for heaven, 
o tell his crime, and be forgiven. 
Wiel then, ſays Hodge, if it maun beg 
Prepare to hear a tale frac me, 
hat when tis tald, I'm unco fear'd 
e' wiſh it never had been heard: 
Ih me l ye'r reverence's ſiſter, 
en times [ carnally have Kiſt her. 
Ul's fair, returns the reverend brother, 
ee done the ſamen wi” your mother 
hree times as aft; and fac for that 
Ve're on a level, tit for tat. 
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IaM STARRET, Teacher of Mathematicy 
at Straban, in Ireland. 


A* windy day laſt owk, Tl ne'er forget, 
I think I hear the hailſtanes rattling yet; 
On Crochan buſs my hirdſell took the lee, 
s ane wad wiſh, juſt a beneath my ee: 
Im the bield of yon auld birk-trce fide, 
Foor cauldrife Coly whing'd aneath my plaid. 
tight tozylie was let to eaſe my ſtumps, 
Wiel happ'd wi? bountith-hoſe and twa-ſolPd pumps; 
dyne on my four-hours luntion chew'd my cudey - 
vc kilter pat me in a merry mood: oY 


ow Myr. W1LL 


W 8 wu 


The blytheſt lilts that e er my lugs heard ſung. 
Ramſay! for ever live; for wha like you 
In deathleſs ſang fic life-· like pictures * ? 

Nor he wha whilome w? his harp cou'd ca” 0 
The dancing ſtanes to big the Theban wa'; 
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My whiſtle frae my blanket - nook I drew, Bus 
F And lilted o'er thir twa three lines to you. * 
Blaw up my heart- ſtrings, ye Pierian quines, The v 

[ That ga'e the Grecian bards their bonny rhymes, "Mp 
Andlearn'd the Latin lowns fic ſprings to play, ind % 
| As gars the world gang dancing to this day. 70 * 
N In vain I ſeek your Yelp: tis bootleſs toil gp 
| Wy fic dead aſe to muck a muirland ſoil; Colo 
Give me the muſe that calls paſt ages back, This 1 
0 And ſhaws proud ſouthern 2 their miſtak', Wy. C. 
4 That frae their Thames can fetch the laurel north, gur. J. 
| And big Parnaſſus on the frith of Forth. When ; 
\ Thy breaſt alane this gladſome gueſt does fill The ro 
| Wi' ſtrains, that warm our hearts like cannel gill, fu wh? 

1 And learns thee, in thy umquhile ors tongue, 


Nor he (ſhame fa's fool head), as ſtories tell, RAE 
Could whiſtle back an auld dead wife frac hell; To 1 
Nor e' en the loyal brooker of Bell trees, frae wh 
Wha ſang wi' hungry wame his want of fees; Frae taic 
Nor Habby's drone cou'd wi? thy wind- pipe pleaſe: Melcom 
When in his wiel kend clink thou manes the death elcom 
Of Lucky Wood and Spence (a matchleſs ſkaith hen ſp 
To Canigate), face gaſh thy gab-trees gang, as 2 y 
The carlines live for ever in thy ſang. Thus wh 
Or, when the country bridal thon purſues, dic frien 

To redd the regal tulzie ſets thy mule, * Tl may 
Thy ſoothing Lanes bring canker'd' carles to eaſe, i d may 
Some loups to Lutter's pipe, ſome, birls baubies. ng ma 
But gin to graver notes thou tunes thy breath, Mbitanti 
And ſings poor Sandy's grief for Edie's death, 0 Qaw, 
Or Matthew's loſs; the lambs in concert mae, ind wha 
And laneſome Ringwood yowls upon the brae. W win 
Good God ! what tuneleſs heart ftrings wadnaty be thun 

- When love and beauty auimates thy fang ? Vol. I. 
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Fries echo back, when thou blaws up thy reed, 
In Burchet's praiſe for clapping o thy head: | 
And when thou bids the paughty Czar ſtand yon, 


'Sy The wandought ſeems beneath thee on his thrones 
mes, Now, be my ſaul, and I have nought behin', 
LY» And wiel I wat fauſe, ſwearing is-a ſin, * 


d rather have thy pipe, and twa three ſheep, 
Than a' the gowd the monarch's coffers keep. 
Coly, look out, the few we have's gane wrang, 
? Fl This 983 owks I have not play'd ſae "ang : 5 
iſtak', ua, Crummy, ha—trowth I maun quat my ſang; 
north, hut, lad, neiſt mirk we'll to the haining drive, 
When in freſh lizar they get ſpleet and rive: 
s fill rbe royts will reſt, and gin ye like my play, 
J 3 7 
iv 


el gill, Il whiſtle to thee a” the live- lang day. 
tongue, ; | 
age — 2 — 


TO MR. WILLIAM STARRAT, 
ON RECEIVING THE ABOVE EPISTLE. 


tas fertile fields, where nae curs'd ethers creeps 


hell: To ftang the herds that in raſh bulles ſleep; . 
: Frae where Saint Patrick's bleſſing freed the bogs 
uy Frae taids, and aſks, and ugly creeping frogs; 
pe pleaſe: Welcome to me's the found of Starrat's pipe, 
the death MY <lcome, as weſtlen winds, or berries * 
ſaith When ſpeeling up the hall, the Dog-days heat 
ars a young thirſty ſhepherd pant and ſweat: - 
a Thus while I dlimb the muſes mount wi? care, 
dic friendly praiſes give tefreſhing air. 
21 may the laſſes bo thee for thy pains, ' ' 
Sto eaſe, Nad may thou lang breathe healſome o'er the plains 
baubies. ng may ſt thou teach, wi” round and nooked lines, 
breath, Nabſtantial f&ilt, that's worth rich filler mines, - 
leath, o aw. how wheels can gang wi” greateſt eaſe, 
mae, ind what kind barks fail ſmootheſt o'er the ſæas; 
brae low wind-mills ſhou'd be made—and how they work 


wadna tus e thumper that tells 5 upon the kirk: 
vi. 


1 ind , 
E ˙ Ae A. 


| 
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How wedges rive the atk :—How pullifees 
Can lift on higheft roofs the greateſt trees; 4n Ob 
Rug frac its roots the craig of Edinburgh caftle, riage 
As eafily as I cou'd break my whiſtle + Jann 
What pleughs fit a wet ſoil, and whilk the dry ; 
And mony à thouſand uſeful things forby. 
I own tis cauld encouragement to fing, AST 
When round ane's lugs the blattran hailſtages ring ; L 
But fe&kfu* fouk can front the bauldeſt wind, 
And flunk thro' muirs, and never faſh their mind. 
Aft have I wid thro” glens wi” chorking feet, 
When neither plaid not kilt cou'd fend the weet; 
Yet blythly wad I bang out o'er the brace, © 
And ſtend o'er burns as light as ony rae, 

Hoping the morn might prove a better day. 
Then let's to lairds and ladies leave the ſpleen, 
White we can dance and whiſtle o'er the green. 
Mankind's account of good and ill's x jeft, 
Taney's the rudder, and eontent's a feaſt, 

' Dear friend of mine, ye hut ober meikle rdoſe 
The lawly mints of my poor muirland muſe, 
Wha looks but blate, when even'd to ither tw 
That lull'd the deel, or bigg'd the Theban wa'; 
But trowth tis natural for us a to wink 

At our ain faùts, and praifes frankly drink: 

Fair fa' ye then, and may your flocks grow rife, 

And may nat elf twin Crommy o' her Fife. 18 

The {up ſhines ſweetly, a the lift looks blue, 

O'er glens hing hovering clouds of rifing dew. - 

Maggy, the bonnieſt aſs of a our town, - 

Brent is ber bröw, her hair a curly browth 

] have attyſt wi' her, and maun away, 

Then ye'll excuſe me till anither days 2 | 

When Pve mait time; for ſhortly I'm to fing f | 

dome dainty ſangs, that fall round Crochan rings Wag, 

d Wee re WS Sade At eee 5 4595, 3 WY] 


uy 


fn Ove with a PASTORAL REcCiTAaTIVE, on the Mar- 
riage of the Right Hon, James Kart of W emyſ/s and Mrs. 
Janet Char teris. 


4 «LY — — — — 
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RECITATIVE, 


Lr morn young Roſalind, wi* laughing een, 
Met wi' the ſinging ſhepherd on the green; 
Armyas height, wha us'd wi' tunefu' lay 
To x for the ear, when he began to pla : 
Him wi' a ſmile the blooming laſs ad reſt ; 
Her chearfu” look her inward joy conteſt. 
ROSALIND, 
Dear ſhepherd, now exert your wonted fire, 
[ll tell you news that ſhall your thoughts inſpire 
* ARMYAS, 1 
Out wi? them, bonny laſs, and if they'll bear, 
doſe But ceremony, you a lang ſhall hear. | 
; . ROSALIND. ; 
tw They'll bear, and do invite the blytheſt rains 3 
wa's The beauteous Charteriſſa of theſe plains, 
Still to them dear; wha late made us ſae wae, 
When we heard tell ſhe was far aff to gae, 


riſe, And leave our heartſome fields, her native lan 
| Now's ta'en in time, and fix d by Hymen's band. 


5 . ARMYAS, 
ws” To whom! ſpeak faſt I hope ye dinna jeer. 
; - +. - RO8ALIND, 
No, no, my dear, tis true, as we ſtand here. 
The Thane of Fife, wha lately wi” his Flane, 
15 And Vizy leel, made the Blyth Ber his ain; * 
* He, the delight d' baith the ſma and great, 


Wha's bright beginning ſpae his ſonſy fate, 
Has ain d her heart; and now their mutual flame 
Retains the fair, and a” _ wealth, at hame. 
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244 worms, 
| .  ARMYAS. 
Now, Roſalind, may never ſorrow twine 
dae near your heart as joys ariſe in mine. 
Come kiſs me, laſſie, and you's hear me ſing 
A brydal ſang that thro” 0 woods ſhall ring. 
ROSALIND. 
Ve re ay ſae daft, come; take it, and ha'e done; 
Let a' the lines be ſaft, and fweet the tune. 


ARMYAS SINGS. Thri 

Come, ſhepherds, a” your whiſtles join, | 
And ſhaw your blytheſt faces ; Whe 
The nymph that we were like to tine, 


At hame her pleaſure places. 


Lilt up your notes baith loud and gay, 
T: 4 Yer w_ as Philomella s, 
d yearly ſolemnize the da 
1 When this good luck befel us. 
Hail to the Thane deſcended frae 
MMacduſ renown'd in ſtory, 
Wha Albion frae tyrannic ſway 
«  Reſtor'd to ancient glory: 
His early bloſſoms loud proclaim, 
That frac this ſtem he riſes,” | 
Whaſe merit gives him right to fame 
And to the higheſt prizes. 
His lovely Counteſs ſing, ye ſwaing, 
Nae ſubject can he ſweeter.; . 
The beſt of blood lows in her veins, . | 
Which makes ilk grace completers 


Bright are the beauties of her mind 
Which frac her dawn of reaſon, 
Wi' a' the rays of wit hath ſhin'd, 
Which virtue ſtill did ſeaſon. 
Straight as the plane her features fair, 
And e to a wonder; 8 | 
Were Jove rampaging in the air, 
Her fmiles might ſtap his thunder. 
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* — 4 
| Rejoice in her then, happy youth, - © 


Her innate worth's a treaſure ; 
Her ſweetneſs a* your cares will ſooth, 


And furniſh endleſs pleaſure, 
Lang may ye live t'enjoy her charms, 
And lang, lang may they bloſſam, 
lone; Securely ſcreen'd within your arms, 


And lodged in your boſom. 


Thrice happy parents, juſtly may 
Your breaſts wi” joy be fir'd, 
Wher' you the darling pair ſurvey, 
By a' the warld admir'd. 
Written en Lab SOMERVILLE'S Book of 5c0Ts Sons. 
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A®, canty book, and win a name; 
Nae lyrics e' er ſhall ding thee : 
Hope large eſteem, and laſting fame, 
I Somervilla fing thee. 


If ſhe thy finleſs Faults forgive, 
Which her ſweet voice can cover, 

Thou ſhalt, in ſpite of critics, Le 
Still grateful to cach lover. 
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— — 
THE NUPTIALS: 
A MASQUE, * 


On the Servings of bis Grace ; Duke of Hamilton and 
Hrandon, c. 


CALLIOPE, Maying upon a Violincello, ſongs, 


OY to the bridegroom, prince of Clyde, 
WW Lang may his. bliſs — greatneſs bloſſom; 
——_ his virtuous charming bride, | 
ho gains this day his Grace's boſom. 


# 


® An unknown ingenious friend did me the honour of the fal- 
lowing introduction to the London edition of this Maſque : And 
being a Peet my vanity will be pardoned for. inſerting-of. it here, 
* The preſent poem being a revival of a goed old form of po- 
etry, in high repute quith us, it may not be — to jay ſomething 
of a diver ſion ence ſo agreeable, and fo long interrupted or diſuſed, 
The original of Maſques feems to be an imitation of the inferludes 
of the ancients, preſented on sceaſton of Jome ceremony peformed in 
a great and noble family. — The actors in this hind of balf-dramg; 
tic poetry ba ve formerly of even tings, princes, and the Arn 
perſonager of the tingdom ; ; and in private families, the noble} 
and neareſt branches. The machinery was of the greateſt mage 
mificence ; very ſbevoy, cofily, and not uncommonly contrived by the 
ablefi arebitectt, as well as the beſt poets. Thus wwe te in Ben 
Fohnſon the name of 1 I Jones, and the efame i in Carew ; ; hes 
iher as the modeller only, or as poet in conjuctian with them, 
ſeems to be doubtful, there being nothing of our Engliſh Vitruvi- 
ws left / that I knew of } that places bim in the claſs of roriteri, 
Theſe beton we trace backwards as far as, Henry L111 fron 
thence to Dueen Elizabeth and ber ſucceſſor 1 ing James, wh 
vr both à great encourager and admiver of thim, The laf 
Maſque, and the beft ever written, wvas that of Milton, preſents 
«9 at Ludlow (Miles i in the praiſe 4 which no words can bc le 
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— —ſ' l — | 1 
Aer, great — of his line, 
d bear a part in the rejoicing ; : 
Behold your ward, by pour Ts divine, 
Join” with a mate of their ain chuſing. 
Iten ad Forſake a while the Cyprian ſcene, 
Fair queen of miles and laft embraces, 
And hither come, wi' a' your train 1 
1 Of Beauties, Loves, aud Sports, and Graces, 
. Come, Hymen, bleſs their nuptial vow, 1918 
3 And them with mutual j Joys inſpire. i 
Deſcend, Minerva; for tis you ll 
With virtue beets the haly fire. "3 
f the fo 1 
we: And Wy At the cloſe of this ſong enters the Genius of the family, clad in „ = 
Veit here, a ſcarlet robe, with a Duke's coroneb on his bead, a fbield on 1 | 
m of po- bis left arm, with tbe proper bearing ah Hamilton.” } 4 
ſomething 4 i 
ir diſuſed, GENIUS, by 
interlude Fair miſtreſs of harmonious ſounds, we hear | | 1 
formed in Thy 1 invitation grateful to the ear Wi 
f-dramg; Of a' the gods, who from th* Olympian height 1141 
1 the firf Bow dowr their he ads, and in thy notes delight: | ( ? 
the neigt ¶ Jove keeps this day in his awrial ne, : 1 
atefe mag · And I to lead th' invited gueſts, am come. 4 | 
wed by the | i 
7e in Ben many : And T remember to have heard the late excellent Mr. Ad. 11 
W' 6 wbee iiſon agree with me in that opinion. Coronations, princely nup- 111 
vith x bem, tals, public feaſts, the entertainment of foreign quality, were the 1 
Vitirv fal occaſions of this per formance, and the beſt poet of the age ⁊va v8 ] 
f aoriteri I anrted to be the autbor. M r. Ramſay has inade @ noble and ſuc- . | 
HIT. jr 3 6% ful attempt to revive this lind pogſy. on a late celebrated ar- 1 
mes, ent. And though be is often ta be admired in all bis writings, 48 | 
The laf yet, I think, never more than in his prefent coumpoſition. A par- ug 
, Preſen¶ ucular friend gave it a ſecond edition in England, weeks 4 fan [! 15 N 
can be 1 g, be Pullis avill agree i that it deſerved,” 1 | F 
FH mn 
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Tater Venus, attended by three Graces, with Minerva and She bl 
Hymen, ell in their proper dreſſes. | 


CALLIOPE, 

Welcome, ye bright divinities, that guard 
The brave and fair, and faithfu? love reward; 
All hail, immortal progeny of Jove, 

Who plant, preferve, and proſper ſacred love, 


'- GENIUS. 


Be ſtill auſpicious to the united pair, 
And let their pureſt pleaſures be your care; 


Your ſtores of genial bleffings here employ, Faire 
To crown th füuſtrious Youth and Fair ane's joy. pot l 
„ e go 
MY VENUS, | | But tis 
PU breathe eternal ſweets in ev'ry air; That b 
He ſhall look always great, She ever fair, Shall r: 
Kind rays ſhall mix the ſparkles of his eye, Thoſe ; 
Round her the Loves in ſmiling crouds ſhall fly, Ken na 
And bear frac ilka glance, on downy wings, Tis I & 
Into his raviſh'd heart the ſafteſt things: | And me 
And ſoon as Hymen has perform'd his rites, A' theſe 
Il ſhower on them ray hale Idalian fweets Take th 
They ſhall poſſeſs, I ſhall di 
In each careſs, | To keep 
Delights ſhall tire No 
Tn higheſt numbers to expreſs. 4 
| | HYMEN. xi 8 
Te bufk their bow'r, and lay them gently down, Th 
FByne ilka langing wiſh with raptures crown ; q 
The gloomy night ſhall ne er unwelcome prove, At 
That leads them to the ſilent ſcenes of love. v 
"The fan at morn ſhall dart his kindeft rays, er 
To cheer and animate each dear embrace: Make ha 


Va and 


oy. 


own, 
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Fond of the Fair, he falds her in his arms ; 
dhe bluſhes ſecret, conſcious of her charms, 
Rejoice, brave youth, 
In fic a fouth | 
Of joys the ma for thee provide; 
he roly dawn. 
The flow'ry lawn, 
That ſpring has dreſs'd in a' its pride, 
Claim no regard | 
When they're compar'd 
With blooming beauties of thy bride. 


4 MINERVA. 
Faireſt of a* the goddeſſes, and thou 
That links the lovers to be ever true, 
The gods and mortals awn yaur mighty power, 
But tis not you can make their ſweets ſecure ; 
That be my taſk, to make a friendſhip riſe, 
Shall raiſe. their loves aboon the vulgar ſize. 
Thoſe near related to the brutal kind. 
Ken naething of the wedlock of the mind; 
"Tis I can make a life a hinny moon, 
And mould a love ſhall laſt like that aboon, 
A' theſe fma” ſprings, whenee cauld reſerve and ſpleen 
Take their firſt riſe, and favour'd flow mair keen, 
| ſhall diſcover in a proper view, , 
To keep their joys unmix'd, and ever new, 
Nor jealouſy, nor envious mouth, 
Shall dare to blaſt their love; 
But wiſdom, conſtancy, and truth, 
S hall every blifs improve, 


GENIUS. 
Thriee happy chief ſo much the care 
Of a' the family of Jove, | 
A thouſand bleſſings wait the fair, 
Who is found worthy of his love. 
Lang may the fair attractions of her mind 


Make her ſtill lovelier, him for ever kind. 
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| MINERVA. Wet ww 
The anceſtors of mightieſt chiefs, and kings; And w 
Nae higher can derive than human ſprings; 
Yet frac the common ſoil each wond”rous root, 8 
Aloft to heav'n their ſpreading branches ſhoot: A 7, 
Bauld in my aid, theſe triumph'd over fate, x _ 
Fam'd for unbounded thought, or ſtern debate, What. 
Born high upon an undertaking mind, Th mw 
Superior raiſe, and left the croud behind. 144 
N LL GENIUS. 
Frae theſe deſcending, laurell'd with renown, 
My charge thro? 2 his lineage down. Ceaſc 
The paths of fic forebeers lang may he trace, But ſma 
And ſhe be mother to as fam d a race. Tho? il 
When blue diſeaſes fill the drumly air, To mal 


And red het bowts thro” flaughts of lightning rair, Her lip, 
Or mad@ning factions ſhake the ſanguine ſword, Excel tl 


With watchfu' eye EI tent my darling lord Theſe 1, 
And his lov'd mate tho Furies ſhou'd break looſe; As bars 
Awake or fleeping, ſhall enjoy repoſe. vp fra 

1. Ac. ag a 


While gods keep haly-day, and mortals ſmile, 

Let nature with delights adorn the ifle : 

Be huſh, bauld North, Favonius only blaw ; 

And ceaſe, bleak clouds, to ſhed or weet or ſnaw ; 

Shine bright thou radiant ruler of the year, 

And gar the ſpring with earlier pride appears 
Thy month, great queen of goddeſſes, make gay, 

Which gains new honours frae this marriage day. 

On Glotta's banks, ye healthfu* hynds, reſort, 

And with the landart laſſes blythly ſport. 


1h, GRACE. 
Wear your beſt faces, and your Sunday's weeds, 
And the dance with your maiſt tunefu reeds ; 
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Let tunefu? voices join the rural ſound, 


And wake reſponſive Echo all around. 


| I. GRACE, 

Sing your great maſter, Scotia's eldeſt ſon, 
And the lov'd angel that his heart has won : 
Come, fiſters, let's frae art's hale ſtores collect 
Whatever can her native beauties deck, 

That in the day the may eclipſe the light, 
And ding the conſtellations of the night. 


VENUS, 

Ceaſe, buſy maids, your artfu' buſkings raiſe 
But ſmall addition to her genuine rays ; 
Tho? ilka plain and ilka ſea combine 
To make her with their richeſt product ſhine, 
Her lip, her boſom, and her ſparkling een, 
Excel the ruby, pearl, and diamond ſheen : 
Theſe leſſer ornaments, illuſtrious bride, 
As bars to ſafter bleſſings, fling afide ; 
Seal frae thera ſweetly to your nuptial bed, 
As frae its body ſlides the ſainted ſhade ; 
Trae loath'd reſtraint to liberty above, 
Where all is harmony, and all is love; 
Haſte to theſe bleſſings —kiſs the night away, 
And make it ten times pleaſanter than day. 


HYMEN., 

The whither and careſs ſhall ſhorten hours, 
While kindly as the beams on dewy flow'rs, 
Thy Sun, like him who the freſh bey'rage ſips, 
Shall feaſt upon the ſweetneſs of thy lips: 
My haly hand maun chaſtly now unlooſe 
That zone which a' thy virgin charms encloſe : 
That zone ſhou'd be leſs gratefuꝰ to the fair 
Than eaſy bands of ſafter, wedlock are; 

That lang unbuckled grows a hatefu! thing, 
The langer nge are hound, the mair of honour bring. 
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Ves, ha air, whate'er the gods inſpire at 2 
Purſue, e each juſt — F 5 Then 1 
Enjoy your paſſions, with full tranſports mixt, Fil gi'e 
But till obſerve the bounds by virtue fixt. 2 
Aer 
Enter acchus. | 
What brings Minerva here this rantin night? To you 
She's good for naething but to preach or fight. Of g 
Is this a time for either; — ſwith away, Has ſen 
Or learn like us to be a thought mair gay. As go 
MINERVA. f 
Peace, Theban Roarer, while the milder pow'rs Ha, 
Give entertainment, there's nae need of yours; 
The pure reflection of our calmer joys Wit 
Has mair of heaven than a' thy flaſhy noiſe. 
"+ BACCHUS, * 
Ye cannà want it, faith! you that appear Th L 
Anes at a bridal but m twenty year : | 2 q 
A ferly 'tis your dortiſhip to ſee, | 
But where was eber a wedding without me ? ** 5 
Blue E'en, remember, Pm baith hap and ſaul Win 
To Venus there; but me, ſhe'd ſtarve o' caul'. Thi, 
. VENUS, | 
We awn the truth—Minerva, ceaſe to check Come { 
Our jolly brother with your diſreſpect ; lortals ar 
He's never abſent at the treats of Jove, | inerva n 
And ſhould be preſent at this feaſt of love. e hall wi 
GENIUS. up th 


Maiſt welcome pow'r, that cheers the vital ſtreams, Ne # be 
When Pallas guards thee frae thy wild extremes ; 


Thy roſy viſage at theſe ſolemn rites, be bealth ; 

My generous charge with open ſmiling greets. before ber 

| l LIOPE, / 
BACCHUS-. : 

I'm nae great dab at ſpeeches that maun clink Bricht 

But there's my paw 1 ſhall fou tightly drinæx Wh: 
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hearty health to thir fame lovely u, 
That are ſae meikle dauted by you a'; 


Then with * wp a reeming biquor crown, 
Pl gre the toaft, and ſee it fairly roun'. 


Enter GANYMED, with a flagon in one band, and a glaſs 
in the other Speaks. 


To you blyth beings the benign director 
Of gods and men to keep your ſauls in tift—= 
Has ſent you here a preſent of his near, | 
As good as &'er was brew'n aboon the lift. 


BACCHUS, 
Ha, Gany, come, my dainty boy, 
Skink't up, and let us prieve; 
Without it life wad be a toy: 
Here, gie me't in my nive. [Takes the glaſs, 
Good health to Hamilton, and his 
Lov'd mate—O father Jove, we crave 
Thow'lt grant them a lang tack of bliſs, _ 
And rowth of bonny bairns and brave, 
Pour on them, frae thy endleſs tore, 
A' benniſons that are divine, 
With as good will as Iwaught o'er 
This flowing glaſs of heav'nly wine. 
' [ Drinks, and cauſes all the company to drink reund.] 
Come ſeꝰt about, and ſyne let all advance, 
lortals and gods be pairs, and tak a dance: 
linerva mim, for a” your morals ſtoor: 
eſhall with billy Bacchus fit the floor: 
ay up there, laſſie, ſome blyth Scottiſh tune, 


1 reams Nea be blyth when wine and wit gae round. 


mes 3 


8. 


oe bealth about, muſic and dancing begin — The dancing over, 
before ber Grace retires with the ladics to be undreſſed, CAL= 
LIOPE, fengs the 
EPITHALAMIUM, . 
Bright is the low of lawfu'” love, 
Which ſhining ſauls impart ; 
Vol. I. T 
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It to perfection mounts above, 
And glows about the heart. 


It is the flame gives laſting worth, 
To greatneſs, beauty, wealth, and birth 
On you, illuſtrious youthfu' . 
Who are high heaven's delight and care, 
The bliſsfu' beam darts warm and fair, 
| And ſhall improve the reſt 
Of a' theſe gifts, baith great and rare, 
Of which ye are poſſeſt. 


Bacchus, bear aff your dinſome gang, 
Hark, frae yon howms the rural thrang 
Invite you now away 
While ilka hynd, 
And maiden kind, 
Dance in a ring, 
While ſhepherds ſing 
In honour of the day ; 
Gae drink and dance, 
Till morn advance, 
And ſet the twinkling fires, 
While we prepare 
To lead the fair 
And brave to their defires. 
Gae, Loves and Graces, take your place, 
Around the nuptial bed abide ; 
Fair Venus heighten cach embrace, 
And ſmoothly make their minutes ſlide: 
Gae, Hymen, put the conch in caſe, 
Minerva, thither lead the bride ; 
Neiſt, all attend his youthſu* Grace, 
And lay him ſweetly by ber fide. 
ö A 
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ODE 


On the Marriage of the Right Hon. Gzonct Lonèb Rau- 
SAY and Lady Jean Murx. 


[ 


AIL! to the brave apparent chief, 
Boaſt of the Ramſays claniſh name, 
Whaſe anceſtors ſtood the relief 
Of Scotland, ages known to fame. 


Hail! to the lovely ſhe, whoſe charms, 
Complete in graces, meets his love; 
Adorn'd with all that greatneſs warms, 

And makes him grateful bow to Jove. 


- — — 8 — __ 
2 — — — 


— 


Both from the line of patriots riſe, 
Chiefs of Dalhouſie and Panmure, 

Whoſe loyal fame ſhall ſtains deſpiſe, 
While ocean flows and orbs endure. 


The Ramſays! Caledonia's prop; | , r 
The Maules ! ſtruck ftill her foes with dread; i 
Now join'd, we from the union hope 14 
A race of heroes ſhall ſucceed. 


41 br rw. ca 


4718 
Let meaner ſquls tranſgreſs the rules * x 
That's fix'd by honour, love, and truth, 1 
Vhile little views proclaim them fools, 1 
Unworthy beauty, ſenſe, and youth; [ 
'hilit you, bleſt pair, belov'd by all i | 
The pow'rs above and beſt % thay 1 | 


hall have delights attend your call, 
And laſting pleaſures on you flow. 


The guardians of mankind approve: 

yell may they finiſh what's begun, 

And from your joys all _ removes 
2 


——— —_— — 
* 4 . 


Vhat fate has fix'd, and love has done, 
| 
! 
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We wiſh'd—when ftraight a heaw'nly voice - 
Inſpir'd -e heard the Blue-ey'd Maid 
Cry, Who dare quarrel with the choice? 
The choice is mine, be mine their aid.“ 5 
Be thine their aid, O wiſeſt power, 
And ſoon again we hope to ſee 
Their plains return, ſplendid their tower, 21 
And bloſſom broad the * Edgewell Tree. A 
Whilſt he with manly merits ſtor'd, * ; 
Shall riſe the glory of his clan ; A 
She, for celeſtial ſweets ador'd, But, br 
Shall ever charm the gracefu” man. In m 
Soon may their + Royal Bird extend 1 * 
His ſable plumes, and lordſhips claim, 
Which to his valiant fires pertain'd, Yet my 
Ere Earls in Albion were a name. wr. 
Ye parents of the happy pair, REM 
With gen'rous ſmiles conſenting, own f 
That they deſerve your kindeſt care: Ariſe, y 
Thus with the gods their pleaſure crown. . Andy 
ouſe u 
Haſte, ev'ry Grace, each Love and Smile, Whill 
From fragrant Cyprus ſpread the wing; 
To deck their couch, exhauſt your ifle Keep ha 
Of all the beauties of the ſpring. With 
On them attend with homage due, _ 9 
In him are Mars and Phœbus ſeen; 
And in the noble nymph you'll view By the ge 
The ſage Minerva and your Queen. ., To fre 
| | af Of foreig 
See note, page 136. . To gu- 
+ The Spread Eagle ſable, on a field argent, ts the arm: Mx 79 plea; 
the Earl of Dalhoufics Up to t 
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O D E 
ON THE BIRTH OF THE MOST HON, MARQUIS OF 
DRUMLANKIG. 


EL me, ſome god, wi” fic a muſe 
As Pope and Grenville aft employ, 
That I may flowing numbers chuſe, 
To hail the welcome princely boy. 


But, bred up far frae ſhining courts, 
In muirland glens, where nought I ſee, 
But now and then ſome landart laſs, 


What ſounds polite can flow frae me ? 


Yet my blyth laſs, amang the lave, 
Wi' honeſt heart her homage pays; 
Tho' no ſae nice ſhe can behave, 
Yet always as ſhe thinks ſhe ſays. 


Ariſe, ye nymphs, on Nytha's plains, 

And gar the craigs and mountains ring; 
Rouſe up the ſauls of a” the ſwains, 

While you the lovely infant ſing. 


Keep haly-day on ilka howm, 45 
With gowan garlands gird your brows ; {1 
Outo'er the dales in dances roam, 
And ſhout around the joyful news. 


x \ 
By the good benniſon of heaven, * 7 
To free you frae the future fright WI 


Of foreign lords, a babe is given, 
To guard yaur int'reſt and your right. 


Vi” pleaſure view your prince, who late 
Up to the ſtate of manhood run, 


be arms 


Now, to complete his happy fate, 
Sees his aig.image in a fon. 
0 W 6 . 
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A ſon, for whom be this your pray'r, 
Nk morning ſoon as dawn appears, 
God grant him an unmeaſur'd ſkair 


Of a' that grac'd his great forebeers. 


That his great fire may live to ſee, 
Frae his delightful infant ſpring, 
A wiſe and ſtalwart progeny, 
To fence their country and their king. 


Still bleſs her Grace frae whom he ſprung, 
Wi' blythſome heal her ſtrength renew, 

That thro” lang life ſhe may be young, 
And bring forth cautioners enow. 


Watch wiel, ye tenants of the air, 
Wha hover round our heads unſeen ; 
Let dear Drumlanrig be your care, 


Or when he lifts or ſteeks his cen. 


Ye hardy heroes, whaſe brave pains 
Defeated ay th' invading rout, 

Forſake a wee th? Elyſian plains, 
View, ſmile, and bleſs your lovely ſprout. 


Ye fair, wha've kend the joys of love, 
And glow wi” cheerfu” heal and youth, 
Sic as of auld might nurſe a Jove, 
Or lay the breaft t' Alcides* mouth; 


The beſt and bonnieſt of ye a 
Take the ſweet babie in your arms: 
May he nought frae your boſom draw 
But nectar to nurſe up his charms. 


Harmoniouſly the notes expreſs, 
When finging you his dumps debar, 
That diſcord never may impreſs 

Upon his blooming mind a jar. 


Sound a? the Poet in his ears, 
E'ca while he's hanging at the breaſt: 


| 
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Thus moulded, when he comes to years, 


Wi' an exalted guſt he'll feaſt 


On lays immortal, which forbid 

The death of Douglas doughty name, 
Or in oblivion let he hid 

The Hydes their beauty and their fame. 


— * —— 


#: ſceing the ARCHERS diverting themſelves at the Buts and 
Rovers, Oc. 
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AT THE DESIRE OF SIR WILL. BENNET., 


1 


Neque ſamper arcum tendit Apollo, | 


= 1 


— ow 


Apollo aft flings by his bows, 
And plays the Broom of Coxden»knows ; 
He ſometimes drinks 


HIS DEMAND, 


60 T* Rovers and the Buts you ſaw, 
And him who gives deſpotic law ; 
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In numbers ſing what you have ſeen, | 12 
Both in the garden and the green, 1 
And how with wine they clos'd the day 118 


In harmleſs toaſts, both blyth and gay: 
This to rememher beꝰt thy care, * 
How they did juſtice to the fair.“ 1 


THE ANSWER. 1 


Sis, T with much delight beheld | F | 
The royal Archers on the field ; 15 


Their garb, their manner, and their game, 
Wakes in the mind a martial flame. 

To fee them draw the bended yew, 

Brings bygane ages to our vie w, 


. 
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If I have ſtarted from my taſk ; 


— —— 
— * or w 
When burniſh'd ſwords and whizzing flanes We ſl, 
Forbade the Norwegens and Danes, « oy 
Romans and Saxons, to invade Under 
A nation of nae foes afraid ; : Of * 2 
Whaſe virtue and true valour ſav'd N 
Them bravely from their being enſlav'd: Um he 
Eſteeming't greater not to be, Which 
Than loſe their darling Liberty. Nae fla 
How much unlike hut mum for that, While 
Some beaux may ſnarl if we ſhould prat. r 
When av' rice, luxury, and eaſe, Till the 
A tea-fac'd generation pleaſe, ut, lik 
Whaſe pithleſs limbs in filks o'er-clad, He ſpes 
Scarce bear the lady-handed lad Beit gon 
Frae's looking-glaſs into the chair, To find 
Which bears him to blaflum the fair, De 
Wha by their actions come to ken To pain 
Sic are hut in appearance men. LEY 
Theſe ill con'd bruik, without a beild, Strengt! 
To fleep in boots upon the field ; Where 
Vet riſe as glorious as the ſun, 3 
To end what greatly hep begun. Here, 8 
Nor cou'd it ſuit their taſte and pride 3 
To eat an ox boil'd in his hide; aalen 
Or quaff pure clement, ah me! 3 
Without ream, ſugar, and bohea. Gaclain 
Hail, noble ghoſts of each brave rel You pla 
Whoſe ſauls glow'd wi' a god-like fire ! 2 
If you're to guardian poſts aſſign d, You full 
And can with greatneſs warm the mind ; Whil, 
Breathe manly ardours in your race, Well ga 
Communicate that martial grace, Or with 
By which thro' ages you maintain d Tha br: 
The Caledonian rights unſtain'd : My lc 
That when our nation makes demands, To lady 
She may ne'er want brave hearts and hands. Now, Si 
Here, Sir, I muſt your pardon aſk, o lady 
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For when the fancy takes a flight, 
We ſeldom ken where it will light. 
But we return to view the band, 
Under the regular command 
Of ane wha arbitrarly ſways, 
And makes it law whate'er he ſays: 
Him honour and true reaſon rule, 
Which makes ſubmiſſion to his will 
Nae ſlav'ry, but a juſt delight, 
While he takes care to keep them right ; 
Wha never lets a cauſe depend 
Till the purſuer's power's at end; 
But, like a miniſter of fate, 
He ſpeaks, and there's no more debate; 
Peſt government, were ſubjects ſure 
To find a prince fit for fic pow'r. 
But drop we caſes not defir'd, 
To paint the archers now retir'd 
From healthfu' ſport, to cheerfu* wine, 
Strength to recruit, and wit refine ; 
Where innocent and blythſome tale 
Permits nae ſourneſs to prevail: 
Here, Sir, you never fail to pleaſe, 8 
Wha can in phraſe adapt with eaſe, - 118 
Draw to the Fife a kind of fowks, +. l 
Proud ſhaups, dull coofs, and gabbling gowks, 148 
Gaclaingers, and each greedy wight, 1 
You place them in their proper light: 
And when true merit comes in view, 
You fully pay them what's their due, 
While circling wheels the hearty glaſs, l 
Well flavour'd with ſome lovely lats ; T 
Or with the bonny fruitfu* dame, 
Wha brightens in the nuptial flame. 1» 
My lord, your toaſt, the preles cries: 16 
To lady Charlotte, he replies. , 
Now, Sir, let's hear your beauty bright; 8 
To lady Jean, returns the knight. 9 
* Mr. David Drummond, prejident of the council. 
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To Hamilton a health gaes round, 

And one to Eglinton is crown'd. 

How ſweet they taſte]! Now, Sir, you ſay; 
Then drink to her that's far away, 

The lov'd Southeſk. Neiſt, Sir, you name: 
I give you Baſil's handſome dame. 

Is't come to me !—then toaſt the fair 
That's fawn, O Cockburn, to thy ſkair, 
How hearty went theſe healths about ! 
How blythly were they waughted out ! 

To a' the ſtately fair, and young, 

Frae Haddington and Hopetoun ſprung 3 
To Lithgow's daughter in her bloom, 

To dear Mackay, and comely Home ; 

To Creightons every way divine, 

To Haldane ſtraight as ony pine. 

O how delicious was the glaſs 

Which was perfum'd with lovely Beſs ! 
And ſae theſe rounds were flowing gi en, 
To ſiſters Niſbet, Nell, and Jean. 

To ſweet Montgomery ſhining fair, 

To Prieſtfield twins, delightfu” pair. 

To Katies four of beauteous fame, 

Stuart and Cochran lady claim, 

Third Hamilton, fourth Ardreſs name. 
To Peggies Pentland, Bang, and Bell, 

To Minto*s mate, and livel Nell: 

To Gordon's, raviſhingly ſweet, 

To Maule in whem the graces meet, 

To Hepburn wha has charms in ſtore, 

To Pringle harmony all o'er; 

To the polite Kinloch and Hay, 1 
To Wallace beautifu* and gay, | 
To Campbell, Skeen, and Rutherfoord, 
To Maitland fair the much ador'd, - 

To Lockhart wi' the ſparkling een, 

To bonny Crawford, ever green, 
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To Stuarts mony a dazzling bairn, 

Of Invernytie and Denairn, 

To gracefuꝰ Sleigh and 2 * 

To Naſmith, Baird, Scot, Grier, and Grant; 
To Clerk, Anſtruther, Frank, and Graham, 
To Deans agreeing wi' her name. 

Where are we now ?—— Come to the beſt 

In Chriſtendom, and a' the reſt. 

(Dear nymphs unnam'd, lay not the blame 
On us, or on your want of fame, 

That in this liſt you do not ſtand; 

For heads give way :—But there's my hand, 
The neiſt time we have fic a night, 

We'll not negle to do ye right). 

Thus beauties rare, and virgins fine, 

With blooming belles enliven'd our wine, 
Till a' our noſes gan to ſhine. 

Then down we look'd upon the great, 
Who're plagu'd with guiding o' the ſtate, 
And pity'd each flegmatic wight, 

Whaſe creeping ſauls ken nae delight, 
But keep themſelves ay on the gloomy 
Startled i' fears of what's to come. 
Poor paſſion ! ſure by fate defign'd 
The mark of an inferior mind. 

To heav'n a filial fear we awe, 

But fears nane elſe a man ſhould ſhaw, 

Lads, cock your bonnets, bend your bows, 
And, or in earneſt, or in mows, 

Be ſtill ſucceſsful, ever glad, 
In Mars's or in Venus” bed ; 
Sae bards aloud ſhalt chant your praiſe, 
And ladies ſhall your ſpirits raiſe. 

Thus, Sir, I've ſung what you requir'd, 
As Mars and Venus have inſpir d. 

While they inſpire, and you approve, 
I'll fing brave deeds, and ſafter —_ 7 
Till great Apollo ſay well done, 

and own me for his native fon. 
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EPISTLE TO MR. JOHN GAY, 


Author of the Shepherd” s Week, on bearing Ber Grace the 
Ducheſs of Qucenſberr commend ſome of his Poems. 


Dean lad, wha linkan o'er the lee, 
Sang Blowzalind and Bowzybee, 
And like the lavrock, merrily 
Wak'd up the morn, 
When thou didſt tune, wi” heartſome glee, 
Thy bog-reed horn. 


To thee frae edge of Pentland height, 
| fawns and fairies take delight, 
d revel a' the livelang night, 
O'er glens and braces, 


A bard that has the ſecond ſight 
Thy fortune ſpaes. 


Now lend thy lug, and tent me, Gay, 
Thy fate appears like flow'rs in May, 
Freſh, flouriſhing, and laſting ay, 

Firm as the aik, 
Which envious winds, when critics bray, 
Shall never ſhake. 


Come, ſhaw your loof—Ay, there's the line 
Foretells thy verſe ſhall ever ſhine, 
Dauted whilſt living by the Nine, 
And K the beſt, 
And be, when paſt the mortal line, 
Of fame poſſeſt. 


Immortal Pope, and ſkilfu' John, 
The learned Leach from Callidone, 
Wi' mony a witty dame and don, 

| O'er lang to name, 
Are of your roundels very fon', 
And ſound your fame. 
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And ſae do I, wha rooſe but few, 
Which nae ſma“ favour is to you; 
For to my friends I ſtand right true, 
Wi' ſhanks aſpar: 
And my good word (neꝰer gi'en but due) 
Gangs unco far. 


Here mettled men my muſe maintain, 
And ilka beauty is my frien” : 
Which keeps me canty, briſk, and bein, 
Ilk wheeling hour, 
And a ſworn fae to hatefu' ſpleen, 
And a' that's ſour. 


But bide ye, boy, the main's to ſay, 
Clarinda, bright as riſing day, 
Divinely bonny, great, and gay, 
Of thinking even, 
Whaſe words, and looks, and ſmiles difplay 
Full views of heaven. 


To rummage nature for what's braw, 
Like lilies, roſes, gems, and ſmaw, 
Compar' d wi” her's, their luſtre ta”, 

And bauchly tell 
Her beauties ; ſhe excels them a', 
And's like herſell. 


As fair a form as e er was bleſt, 
o have an angel for a gueſt ; 
Happy the prince who is poſſeſt 
Of fic a prize, 
'haſe virtues place her wi” the beſt 
Beneath the ſkies, 


O ſonſy Gay! this heavenly born, ' 
Whom ev”ry grace ſtrives to adorn, 
ooks not upon thy lays wi' ſcorn ; 
Then bend thy knees, 
and bleſs the day that ye was born 
Wi' arts 2 pleaſe. 
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She ſays thy ſonnet ſmoothly ſings, 
Bae ye may craw and clap your wings, 
And ſmile at ethercapit ſtings 

| WT careleſs pride, 
When ſae much wit and beauty bringe, 
Strength to your fide. 


Lilt up your. pipes, and riſe aboon 
Your Trivia and your muirland tune, 
And fing Clarinda late and ſoon, Te thy 
* Fe In tow'ring ftrains, 
ill gratefu* gods cry out, Wiel done 
* And praiſe thy pains. 


Exalt thy voice, that all around 
May echo back the lovely ſound 
Frae Dover cliffs, wi” ſamphire crown'd, 
- To Thule's ſhore, 
Where northward no more Britain's found, 
But ſeas that roar. 


Thus ſing—white 1frae Arthur's height, 
O'er Chiviot glowr wi' tired fight, 
And langing wiſh, Jike raving wight, 
| To be ſet down 
Frae coach and ſax, baith trim and tight, 
| In London town. 


But lang I'll gove and bleer my ee, 
Before, alake ! that fight I fee ; 
Then, beſt relief, Fl ſtrive to be 

wet and content, 


And ſtreek my limbs down eaſylte 
Upon the bent. 


There ſing the gowans, broom, and trees, 
The cryſtal burn and weſtlin breeze, | 
The bleeting flocks and biſy bees, if ſympat 

And blythſome ſwains, 
Wha rant and dance, wi' kiltit dees, 
O'er molly plains. 
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Farewiel—but e' er we part, let's pray, 
God fave Clarinda night and day, 
And grant her a' ſhe'd wiſh to ha'e, 

| Withoutten end. 
Nae mair at preſent I've to ſay, 
But am your friend. 
— 2 .. — 
ODE 
To the Right Hon, Grace, Counteſs of Aboyne, on ber 
Marriage day. 


- Pug = a - ” — 
— v— — 2 22 
N 2 . 
— 


s My. 4. — — — 
- 2 
1 


* martial fields the hero toils, 

And wades thro” blood to purchaſe fame; 
O'er dreadful waves, from diſtant ſoils, 

The merchant brings his treaſures hame. 


But fame and wealth no joys beſtow, 
If plac'd alane they cyphers ſtand ; 
'Tis to the figure Love they owe 
The real joys that they command. 


Bleſt he who love and beauty gains, 
Gains what conteſting kings might claim: 


Might bring brave armies to the — 
d loudly ſwell the blaſt of fame. 


How happy, then-is young Aboyne ! 
Of how much heav'n is he poſleſt ! 
How much the care of powers divine, 


Who lies in lovely Lockhart's breaſt ! 


Gazing in raptures on-thy charms, 
Thy ſparkling beauty, ſhape, and youth, 
He graſps all ſoftneſs in his arms, 
| And ſips the nectar from thy mouth, 


If ſympathetic likeneſs crave 
Indulgent parents to be kind, 
Each pow'r Rall guard the charm they gave, 
Venus thy face, Pallas 1 mind. 
© 2 
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O mule, we could but ſtay thy flight; 
The field is ſacred as tis ſweet: 
Who dares to paint the ardent night, 
When raviſh'd youth and beauty meet? 


Here we muſt draw a veil between, 

And ſhade thoſe joys too dazzling clear, 
By ev'ry eye not to be ſeen, 

Not to be heard by ey'ry ear. 


Still in her ſmiles, ye Cupids, play ; 
Stll in her eyes your revels keep; 

Her pleaſure be your care by day, 
And whiſper — in her ſleep, 


Be baniſh'd each ill-natur'd care, 
Baſe offspring of fantaſtic ſpleen z 

Of acceſs here you muſt deſpair, 
Her breaſt for you is too Nen 


May guardian angels hover round 
hy head, and ward aff all annoy ; 
Be all thy days with raptures crown'd, 
And all thy nights be bleſt with joy. 


— 0 
EPIGRAM. 


INERVA, wand'ring in a myrtle grove, 
Accoſted thus the ſmiling Queen of Love: 

Revenge yourſelf, you've cauſe to be afraid, 

Your boaſted pow'r yields to a Britiſh maid : 


She ſeems a goddeſs, all her graces ſhine ; 

Love leads her beauty, which ecliples thine. | 
Each youth, I know (ſays Venus) thinks ſhe's mg 
Immediately ſhe fpeaks, they think ſhe's thee ; 
Good Pallas, thus you're foil'd as well as 1. 
Ha, ha! (cries Cupid), that's my Mally Sleigh, 
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On the Marriage of ALtExanDer BRODIEZ of Brodie, Lora 
Lyon King of Arms, and Mrs. Mary SLEIGH, 


Wr Time was young, and Innocence, 
With tender love govern'd this round, 
No mean deſign to give offence 
To Conſtancy and truth was found; 
All free from fraud, upon the flow'ry ſward, 
Lovers careſt with fond and chaſte regard. 


From eaſy labours of the day 
Each pair to leafy bow'rs retir'd; 
Contentment kept them ever gay, 
While kind connubial ſweets conſpir'd, 
With ſmiling quiet and balmy health thro? life, 
To make the happy huſband and the wife, 


Our modern wits in wiſdom leſs, 
With ſpirits weak and wavering minds, 
Void of reſolve, poorly confeſs, 
They cannot reliſh aught that binds, 
Let libertines of taſte ſae wond'rous nice, 
Deſpiſe to be confin'd in paradiſe. 
While Brodie with his beauteous Sleigh, 
On pureſt love can ſafely feaſt, 
uaff raptures from her ſparkling eye, 
And judge of heaven within her breaſt; 
No dubious . to gloom upon his joy; 
re: Poſſeſſing of what's good can never cloy, 


Her beauty might for ever warm, | | 
Altho' her foul were leſs divine: 


"— F "$4.3 
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The brightneſs of her mind could charm, f 
Did leſs her graceful beauties ſhine; | 
ms But both united, with full force inſpire 
p The warmeſt wiſh, and the moſt laſting fire, 
| In your accompliſh'd mate, young Thane, 
zh, Without reſerve ye may rejoice ; 


The heav'ns your happineſs ſuftain, 
And all that think 1 your choice, 
3 
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Around your treaſure circling arms entwine, 
Be all thy pleaſure her's, and her's be thine. 

Rejoice, dear Mary, in thy youth, 

he firſt of 8 45 clan, 
Whoſe ſoul delights in love and truth, 
And view'd in every light a man. 

To whom the fates with liberal hand have given 
Good ſenſe, true honour, and a temper even. 


When love and reaſon thus unite 
An equal pair in ſacred ties, 
They gain che human bliſs complete, 
And approbation from the ſkies ; 
Since you approve, kind heay'n, upon them pour 
The beſt of bleſſings to their lateſt hour. 


To you who rule above the ſun, 
To you who fly in fluid air, 
We leave to finith what's begun, 
Still to reward and watch the Pair. 
Thus far the muſe, who did an anſwer wait, 
And heard the'gods name happineſs their fate. 


| — 2 
TO JOSIAH BURCHET, ESQ. 


ON HIS BEING CHOSEN MEMBER OF PARLIAMENT. 


M* Burchet's name ! wiel pleas'd I ſaw 
Amang the choſen leet, . 
Wha are to give Britannia law, 

And keep her rights complete. 


O may the reſt wha fill the houſe * 
Be of a mind with. thee, 2 
And Britiſh liberty eſpouſe; 
We glorious days may fee, 


The name of Patriot is mair great 
Than heaps of ill-win gear; 

What hoots an opulent eſtate 

Without a conſcience clear ? 


Take i! 
A thout 
But nar 
Alas 1 ! 
When « 
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| While ſneaking ſauls for caſh wad troke 
Their country, God, and king, 
With pleaſure we the villain mock, 
And hate the worthleſs thing. 


Wi' a' your pith, the like o' you, 

| Superior to what's mean, 

. ork Shou'd gar the truckling rogues look blue, 
And cow them laigh and clean. 


Down with them—down with a' that dare 
Oppoſe the nation's right ; 

dae may your fame, like a fair ftar, 
Throꝰ future times ſhine bright. 


— — 2 — 
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Sae may kind Heav'n propitious prove, 
And grant whate'er ye crave ; 
And him a corner in your love, 


Wha is your humble ſlave. 
5 — 


THE GENERAL MISTAKE: 
A SATIRE, . 


Tnſcribed to the Right Honourable Lord Erſtines, 


HE finiſh'd mind, in all its movements bright, 

* 9 Surveys the ſelf-made ſumph in proper light, 

Allows for native weakneſs, but diſdains 

Him who the character with labour gains; 

Permit me then, my Lord, (fince you ariſe 

With a clear ſaul aboon the common ſize), 

To place the following ſketches in vour view; 

The warld will like me, if I'm roos'd by you. 

Is there a fool, frae ſenator to ſwain ? 

Take ilk ane's verdict for himſelf, —there's nane. 

A thouſand other wants make thouſands fret, 

But nane for want of wiſdom quarrels fate. 

Alas! how gen'ral proves the great miſtake, 


When others, thro* their neighbours failings rake? - 
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Detraction then, by ſpite, is borne too far, 

And repreſents men warſe than what they are. 
Come then, Impartial Satire, fill the ſtage 

With fools of 12 ſtation, ſex, and age; 

Point out the folly, hide the perſon's name, 
Since obduration follows public ſhame : 

Silent conviction calmly can reform, 

While open ſcandal rages to a ſtorm. 

Proceed, but in the if oor things forbear, 

Who only in: the human torm appear, 

Scarce animated with that heav'nly fire | 
Which makes the ſoul with boundleſs thoughts aſpire; 
Such move our pity, — nature is to blame 

Tis fools, in ſome things wiſe, that ſatire claim; 
Such as Nugator, mark his ſolemn mien, 

Stay'd are his features, ſcarcely move his een, 
Which deep beneath his knotted eye-brows fiak, 
And he appears as ane wad gueſs to think; 
Even ſae he does, and can exactly ſhaw 

How mony beans. make five, take three awa'! 
Deep read in Latin folios, four inch thick, 

He probes your crabit points into-the quick : 
Delights in dubious things to give advice, 
Admires your judgment, if you think him wiſe: 
And ftifly ſtands by what he anes thought right, 
Altho' oppos'd with reaſon's cleareſt light. 

On him ilk argument is thrown away; 

Speak what you will, he tents not what you ſay : 

e hears himſell, and currently runs o'er 

All on the ſubject he has ſaid before: 

Till glad to eaſe his jaws and tired tongue, 

Th' opponent reſts.—Nugator thinks him dung. 
Thou ſolemn trifler,—ken thou art deſpis d, 
Thy ſtifFpretence to wiſdom, naething priz d, 
By ſic as can their notions fauſe decline, 

When truth darts on them with con victing ſhine: 
How hateful's dull opinion! propp'd with words, 
That nought to ony ane of ſenſe affords, 
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But tireſome jargon.— Learn to laugh, at leaſt, 
That part of what thou ſays may pals for jeſt. 
Now turn your eye to ſmooth Chicander next, 
In whom good ſenſe ſeems with good humour mixt ; 
But only — for envy, malice, guile, 
And ſic baſe vices, crowd behind his tmile ; 
Nor can his thoughts beyond mean quirks extend, 
He thinks a trick nae crime that gains his end; 
A crime? no, 'tis his brag ; he names it Wit, 
And triumphs o'er a better nun he'as bit. 
Think ſhame, Chicander, of your creeping flights; 
True wiſdom in fincerity delights ; 
The ſumphiſh mob of penetration ſhawl, 
May gape and ferly at your cunning ſaul, 
And make ye fancy that there is deſert 
In thus employing a' your ſneaking art. 
But do not think that men of clearer ſenſe 
Will e' er admit of fic a vile pretence, 
To that which dignifies the human mind, 
And acts in honour with the bright and blind. 
Reverſe of this fauſe face, obſerve yon youth. 
A ſtrict plain dealer, aft o'er-ſtretching truth; 
Severely ſour, he's ready to reprove 
The leaſt wrang ſtep in thoſe who have his love 3 
Yet what's of worth in them he over-rates ; 
But much they're to be pitied whom he hates: 
Here his miſtake, his weakeſt fide appears, 
When he a character in pieces tears ; 
He gives nae quarter, nor to great or ſma', 
Even beauty guards in vain ; he lays at a”. 
This humour, aften flowing o'er due bounds, 
Too deeply mony a reputation wounds ; 
For which he's hated by the ſuffering crowd, 
Who jointly *gree to rail at him aloud, ® 
And as much ſhun his ſight and bitter tongue, 
As they wad do a waſp that had them ſtung. 
Cenſorious, learn ſometimes at faults to wink, 


The wiſeſt ever ſpeak leſs than they think: 
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Thoꝰ thus ſuperior judgment you may vaunt: 

Yet this proud wormwood ſhow oꝰt ſpeaks a want: 
A want in which your folly will be ſeen, 

Til you increaſe in wit, and have leſs ſpleen. 

Make way there—when a mortal god appears 
Why do ye laugh ? King Midas wore fic ears— 
How wiſe he looks! Well, wad he never ſpeak, 
People wad think him neither dull nor weak: 

But ah ! he fancies, *cauſe he's choſen a tool ; 

That a furr'd gown can free him frae the fool; 
Straight he, with paughty mien, and lordly glooms, 
A vile affected air, not his, aſſumes ; 

Stawks ſtifly by, when better men ſalute, | 
Diſcovering leſs of ſenator than brute. 

Yet, is there e'er a wiſe: man than he? | 
Speer at himſell ; and if he will be free, 

He'll tell you, Nane. Will judges tell a lie? 

But let him paſs, and with a ſmile obſerve 
Yon tatter'd ſhadow, amaiſt like to ſtarve ; 

And yet he ſtruts, proud of his vaſt engine, 

He is an author writes exquiſite fine : 

Sac fine, in faith! that every vulgar head 
Cannot conceive his meaning while they read. 

He hates the world for this: With bitter rage 
He damns the ſtupid dulneſs of the age. 

The printer is unpaid.—Bookiellers ſwear 
Ten copies will not ſell in ten lang year; 

And wad not that ſair fret a 4. mind, 

To ſec thoſe ſhou'd be patrons prove ſae blind, 

Not to approve of what coſt meikle pains, 

Neglect of bus neſs, fleep, and waſte of brains? 
And all for nought, but to be vilely usꝰ d, 

As pages are whilk buyers have refus'd. 

Ah! — for the preſs, take heed, 

And force nae fame that way, if ye wad ſpeed; 
Mankind muſt be (we ha'e nae other) judge, 

And if they are diſpleas'd, why ſhould we grudge ? 
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If happily you gain them to your ſide, 
Then bauldly mount your Pegaſus, and ride: 
Value yourſell only what they deſire ; 
What does not take commit it to the fire. 
Next him a penman with a bluffer air, 
Stands *tween his twa beſt friends that lull his care, 
Nam'd money in baith pouches with three lines 
Yclept a bill, he digs the Indian mines, 
Jobs, changes, lends, extorſes, cheats and grips, 
And no ae turn of gainfu' us'ry ſlips, 
Till he was won, by wiſe pretence and ſnell, 
As meikle as may drive his bairns to hell, 
His ain lang hame.— This ſucker thinks nane wiſe, 
But him who can to immenſe riches riſe : 
Lear, honour, virtue, and fic heav'nly beams, 
To him appear but idle airy dreams, 
Not fit for men of bufineſs to mind, 
That are for great and golden ends deſign'd. 
Send for him de'ilI—till then, good men, take care 
To keep at diſtance frac his hook and ſnare; 
He has nae rewth, if coin comes in the play, 
He'll draw, indorſe, and horn to death his prey. 
Not thus Macſomno puſhes after praiſe, 
He treats, and is admir'd in all he fays: 
Caſh well beſtow'd, which helps a man to paſs 
For wiſe in his ain thinking, that's an aſs: 
Poor ſkybalds, curs'd with leſs of wealth than wit, 
Blyth of a gratis Gaudeamus, it 
With look attentive, ready all about, 
To give the laugh when his dull joke comes out; 
Accuſtom'd with his converſation bright, 
They ken as by a watch the time of night, 
When he's at fic a point of ſic a tale, 
Which to theſe paraſites grows never tale, 
Tho? often tald—Like Lethe's ftream, his wine 
Makes them forget !—that he again may ſhine. 
« Fy ! ſatire, ha'd thy tongue, thou art too rude 
To jcer a character that ſeems fac good: 
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This man may beet the poet bare and clung, 
That rarely has æſhilling in his ſpung.“ 
Hang lum !—there's patrons of good ſenſe enew 
To cheriſh and ſupport the tuneful few, 
Whoſe penetration's never at loſs 
In right diſtinguiſhing of gold frae droſs: 
Employ me freely, if thou'd laurels wear, 
Experience may teach thee not to fear. 
ut ſee anither gives mair cauſe for dread, 

He thraws his gab, and aft he ſhakes his head ; 
A ſlave to felf-conceit, and a' that's ſour, 
T* acknowledge merit is not in his pow'r : 
He reads—but ne'er the author's beauties minds, 
And has nae pleaſure where nae fauts he finds. 
Much hated gowk, tho” vers'd in kittle rules, 
To be a wirrykow to writing fools, 
Thuyſell the greateſt, only learn'd in words, 
Which naething but the cauld and dry affords. 
Dar'ſt thou of a* thy betters ſlighting ſpeak, 
That have nae grutten ſae meikle learning Greek ? 
Thy depth's well kend, and a' thy filly vaunts, 
To ilka ſolid thinker ſhaw thy wants. 
Thus cowards deave us with a thouſand lies 
Of dangꝰ rous vict'ries they have won in pleas. 
Sac ſhallow upſtarts ſtrive with care to hide 
Their mean deſcent (which inly gnaws their pride) 
By counting kin, and making endleſs faird, 
If that their grany's uncle's oye's a laird. 
Scar-crows, hen-hearted, and ye meanly born, 
Appear juſt what you are, and dread nae ſcorn ; 
Labour in words—keep hale your ſkins : Why not ? 
Do well, and nane your laigh extract will quote, 
But to your praiſe. Walk aff, till we remark 

Yon little coxy wight, that makes fic wark 
Wi' tongue and gait : How croufly does he ſtand ? 


His taes turn'd out, on his left haunch his hand? 


The right beats time a hundred various ways, 


And points the pathos out in a he ſays, 


| 
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Wow! but he's proud when — of breath, 

At ony time he clatters a man to death, 5 

Wba is oblig'd ſometime t' attend the ſot, 

To fave the captiv'd buttons of his coat; 

Thou YUinſome jack-daw, ken tis a diſeaſe 

This palſy in thy tongue that ne'er can pleaſe; 

Of a' mankind, thou art the maiſt miſtane 1 

To think this way the name of Sage to gain. 
Now, left I ſhou'd be thought too-much like thee, | 

I'll give my readers leave to breathe a wer; 

If they allow my picture's like the life, 

Mac ſhall be drawn ; originals are rife, 


—— — 


THE PHAINTX AND THE OWL, 


P#oznix the firſt, th* Arablan lord, 
And chief of all the feather'd kind, 1 

A hundred ages had ador' d | | 1 
The ſun, with ſanctity of mind. 1 


Vet, mortal, ye maun yield to fate; 
He heard the ſummons with a ſmile, 
And unalarm'd, without regret, 
He form'd hinſell a fun'ral pile. 


A Howlet, bird of mean degree, 
Poor, doſen'd, lame, and doited auld, 
Lay lurking in a neighb'ring tree, 
Curſing the ſun loot him be cauld. 


Said Phoenix, Brother, why fo griev'd, 
To ban the being gives thee breath? 
Learn to die better than thou'ſt liv'd ; 
elieve me, there's nac ill in death, 


Believe ye that ? the Owl reply'd: 
Preach as ye will, death is an il} g 
Vol. I. A > 


hen young ilka pleaſure try d 
But now I die againſt my will. 
For you, a ſpecies by yourſell, 

. Near eeldins with the ſun your gods 


Nae ferly *tis to hear — tell, 
Ye're tired, and incline to nod; 


It mob ꝰd be ſae; for had I been 

As lang upon the warld as ye, 

Nae tears ſhou'd ,c'er drap frae my een, 
For tinſel of my hollow tree. 


And what, return'd th* Arabian fage, 
Have ye t' obſerve ye have not ſeen 

Ae day's the picture of an age, 

Tis ay the fame thing o'er again. 


Come, let us baith together die: 

Bow to the ſun that gave thee life: 

Repent thou frae his beams did flee, 
1 end thy ꝓoortith, pain, and ſtrife. 


Thou wha in darkneſs took delight, 

Frae twangs of guilt could'ſt ne'er be free t 

What won thou by thy ſhunning light? 
But time flees on; — I hafte to die. 


Ve'r ſervant, Sir, reply'd the Owl, 

I likena in the dark to lowp: 

The byword ca's that chicl a fool, 

That lips a certainty tor hope. 

Then ſtraight the zealous feather'd king 

To's aromatic neft retir'd, | 

Collected fun-beams with his wing, 
And in a ſpicy Dame expir'd. 

Meantime there blew a weſtlin pales 

Which to the Howlet bare a coal; 


The faint departed on his pile, 
But the blaſphemer in his hole, 


He died for ever—fair and bright 
The Phœnix frac his aſhes ſprang, 
Thus wicked men ſink down to night, 


While juſt men join the glorious thrang. 
— 


To the Hon. Sir JOHN CLERK of Pennycuib, Bart. og of 
the Barons of the Exchequer, on the Death of bis moſt ac 
compliſbed Son, Joan CLERK, E/q; who died in the 20th 


year of bis age. 


F tears can ever he a duty found, 
*Tis when the death of dear relations wound; 
Then you muſt weep, you have too jult a ground. 


A fon whom all the good and wiſe admir'd, 
Shining with ev'ry grace to be deſir'd, 
Rais'd high your joyful hopes, and then retir'd. 


Nature muſt yield, when ſuch a weighty loag 
Rouzes the paſſions, and makes reaſon nod; 
But who may contradict the will of God ! 


By his great Author, man was ſent below, 
Some things to learn, great pains to undergoy 
To fit him for what further he's to know. 


This end obtain'd, without regarding time, 
He calls the foul home to its native clime, 
To happineſs and knowledge more ſublime, 


Thus, ſome in youth, like eagles mount the ſteep 
Which leads to man, and fathom learning's deep; 
Others thro” age with reptile motion creep. 


Like lazy ſtreams which fill the fenny ſtrand, | 
In muddy pools they long unactive ftand,, 
Till ſpent in vapour, or 3 in ſage, 
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But down its flinty channel, without ſtain, 
The mountain: rill flows eagerly to gain, 


With a full tide, its origin, the main. 


They 

Thus your lov'd Vouth, whoſe bright aſpiring mind But 
Could not to lazy minutes be confin'd, | Muſt 
Sail'd down the ſtream of life before the wind. Fly 5 
Perform'd the taſk of man, ſo well, ſo ſoon, Th 


e reach'd the ſea of bliſs before his noon, To 1: 
And to his memory laſting laurels won. 


When life's tempeſtuous billows ceas'd to roar, 
And e'er his broken veſſel was no more, 


His foul ſerenely view'd the heavenly ſhore, 


Bravely refign'd, obeying fate's command, 
e fix'd his eyes on the immortal land, 
Where crowding ſeraphs reach d him out the hand. 


t 

Southefka, ſmiling cherub , firſt appear'd, * 
With Garlies' conſort +, who vaſt pleaſures ſhar'd, Sure 
Conducting him where virtue finds reward, * 
Think in the world of ſp'rits, with how mich joy IWh 
is tender mother would receive her boy, | A 
Where fate no more their union can deſtroy. In v 
His good grandfire, who lately went to reſt, A 
How fondly would he graſp him to his breaſt, Fro! 
And welcome him to regions of the bleſt | A 
From vs, tis true, his youthful ſweets are gone, vu 

hich may plead for our weakneſs, when we moan; ; 
The loſs indeed is ours, he can have none. * 
Thus ſailors with a crazy veſſel croſt, 41 Thi 
xpeCting every minute to be loſt, ER \ 
With weeping eyes behold a funny coaſt But 
7 


James Lord Carnegie. See p. 100. 
t Lady Garlies, p. 257, both bis near relations Th 
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Where happy landmen ſafely breathe the air, 
Baſk in the ſun, or to cool ſhades repair, 
They longing figh, and with themſelves were there. 


But who would after death to bliſs lay claim, 
Muſt, like your fon, each vicious paſſion tame, 
Fly from the crowd, and at perfection aim 


Then grieve no more, nor vex yourſelf in vain, 
To lateſt age the character maintain | 
You now poſſeſs, you'll find your ſon again. 


—»> ©<— 


on receiving @ Letter to be preſent at the Burial of Ax, 
Rog, ALEXANPÞER of Blackbouſfe, | 


HOU ſable border'd ſheet, be gone, 
Harbour to thee I muſt retuſe ; 

Sure thou canſt welcome find from non 
Who carries ſuch ungrateful news, 


Who can attend thy mournful tale, 
And ward his foul from piercing wol 

In viewing thee, grief muſt prevail, 
And tears from guſhing eyes o'erflow. 


From eyes of all that knew the man, 
And m his friendſhip had a ſhare ; 

Who all the world's affections won, 
By virtues that all nat ral were. 


His merits dazzle, while we view ; 

His goodneſs is a theme fo full, 

'The Maſe wants ſtrength to pay what's dus, 
While eſtimation comb. will, 


But ſhe endeavours to make known 

To fareſt down poſterity, -. 
That good-Blackhouſe was fuch an oge. 
every one ſhould wiſh to be, 
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wAKE, Thalia, and defend, 
With chearfu' carroling, 
Thy bonny care,—thy wings extend, 
And bear me to your ſpring ; 
That harmony full force may lend 
To reaſons that I bring :— 
Now Caledonian nymphs attend, 
For 'tis to you I ſing; | 


As lang as minds maun organs wear 
Compos'd of fleſh and blood, 
e ought to keep them hale and cleaty 
*WI' exerciſe and food. | 
Then, but debate, it will appear 
That dancing mult be good, 
It ſtagnant humours ſets a ſteers 


And fines the purple blood. 


Diſeaſes, heavineſs and ſpleen, 
And ill things mony mae, 

That gar the lazy fret and graney 
Wi' viſage dull and blae. 

Tis dancing can dv mair alane, 
Than drugs frae far away, 

To ward aff 
And ſour the ſhining day. 


Health is a prize yet meik!e mair 
In dancing we may find; 

It adds a luſtre to the fair, 

And, when the fates unkind 


t The wiſe For bea!th on exerciſe depend, 


theſe, make nightly paihy 


Sed never made bis works for man ie mend, DLYY» 
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Cloud wi' a blate and aukward air 
A genius right refin'd, 

* The ſprightly art helps to repair 
This blemiſh on the mind. 

How mony do we daily ſee 
+ Right ſerimp of wit and ſenſe, 

Wha gain their aims aft eaſily 
By wiel-bred confidence ? 

Then whate'er helps to qualiſie 
A ruſtic negligence, 

Maun without doubt a duty be, 
And ſhou'd give nae offence. 


Hell's doctrine's dung, when equal pairs 
Together join their hands, 
And vow to ſoothe ilk other's cares, 
In haly wedlock bands ; 
Sae when to dance the maid prepares, 
And fluſt'd wi' ſweetneſs ſtands, 
At her the wounded lover ſtares, 
And yields to heav'n's commands, 


The firſt command t he ſoon obeys, 
While love inſpires ilk notion: 
His wiſhing look his heart diſplays, 
"While his lov'd mate's in motion: 


Since nothing appears to me to give children fo much berdms 
ing confidence and behaviour, and jo raiſe them to the converſa-· 
tion of thoſe above their age, as dancing, I think they ſtould be 
taugbt to dance as ſoon as they are capable of learning it: Foy 
though this conjifls only in outzward gracefulneſi of moticn, yet, 
4 know not bow, it gives manly theaghts and carriage more than 
any thing. a LOCK E. 

+ 1t is certain, that for twont of a competent hnonwledge in 
this art of dancing, which ſpould have been learned when young, 
the public loſes many a man of exquiſite intellectualt and wrbiaſſed 
þrobity, purely for tant of that fo neceſſary. accom pl ment, afs 
furance ; while the preſſing knave or feel ſboulders him out, and 
gets the prize. MR. WEAVER, 

I Dixit ei. Deus, fetificate, augeſcite et implele terr am. 


He views her wi” a blyth amaze, | OI 


And drinks wi deep devotion V 
That happy draught, that thro? our days Diff 
Is own'd a cordial potion. | * 
The cordial which conſerves our life, C 
And makes it ſmodth and eaſy; Wh 
Then, itka wanter, wale a. wife, A 
Ere eild and humdrums ſeize ye, Hor 
Whaſe charms can ſilence dumps or ftrife, E 
And frae the rake releaſe ye, 1 
Attend th* Aſſembly, where there's rife 7 
Of virtuous maids to pleaſe ye. - Pr 
Theſe modeſt maids infpire the muſe, | * 
In flowing ſtrains to ſhaw The 
Their beauties, which he likes to rooſe, ] 
And let th' envious blaw : 1 
That taſk ſhe canna weel refuſe, 1 
Wha ſingle ſays them na A 
To paint Belinda firſt we chuſe, 0 
i breaſts like driven ſnaw. 1 
Like lily-banks ſee how they riſe, 5 If 
WY a fair glen between, Un 
Where living ſtreams, blue as the ſkies, 7] 
Are branching 4 ſeen, Un! 
- Fo warm her mouth, where rapture lies, - 
And ſmites that baniſh ſpleen, Th 
Wha ſtrikes wi” love and ſaft ſurpriſe a 
Where'er ſhe turns her een. Th 
Sabelfa, gracefully complete, / 
Straight as the mountain-pine, WI 
Like pearl and rubies ſet in jet, 5 1 
Her lovely features ſhine : "IM 
In her the gay and ſolid meet, 8 


And blended are ſae fine, Sh 
That when the moves her lips or feet, f 
She ſeems ſome power divine, 


© 
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O Daphne ! ſweeter than the dawn, 
When rays glance on the height, 

Diffuſing gladneſs o'er the lawn, 
Wi' ſtrakes of riſing light; 

The dewy flow'rs when newly blawn, 
Come ſhort of that delight, 

Which thy far freſher beauties can 
Afford our joyfu' ſight. 


How eaſy fits ſweet Celia's dreſs, 
Her gait how gently free ; 

Her ſteps throu'out the dance, expreſs 
The juſteſt harmony: 

And when ſhe ſings, all muſt confeſs, 
Wha're bleſt to hear and ſee, 

They'd deem't their greateſt happineſs 
T' enjoy her company. 


And wha can ca' his heart his ain, 
That hears Aminta ſpeak ? 

Againſt Love's arrows, ſhields are vain, 
When he aims frae her cheek ; 

Her cheek, where roſes free from ſtain, 
In glows of youdith beek : 

Unmingl'd ſweets her lips retain; 


Theſe lips ſhe ne'er ſhou'd ſteek; 


Unleſs when fervent kiſſes cloſe 
That av'nue of her mind, 

Thro' which true wit in torrents flows, 
As ſpeaks the nymph deſign'd 

The brgg and toaſt of wits and beaux, 
And wonder of mankind ; 

Whale breaſt will prove a bleſt repoſe, 
To him wi' whom ſhe'll bind. 


See wi' what gaiety, yet grave, 
Serena ſwims alang ; 
She moves a goddeſs mang the lave, 


Diſlinguiſh d in the thrang. 
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Ye ſourocks, hafflins fool, haff knave, 


Wha hate a dance or ſang, 
To ſee this ftately maid behave, 
"Twad gi'e your hearts àa twang : 


Your hearts! ſaid I, trowth Pm to blame: 
I had amaiſt forgotten, 
That ye to nae ſic organ claim, 
Or if you do, tis rotten : 
A faul wi? fic a thowleſs flame, 
Is ſure a filly fot ane; 
Ye ſcandalize the human frame, 
When in our ſhape begotten. 


Theſe lurdanes came juſt in my light, 
As I was tenting Chloe, | 

Wi' jet-black een that ſparkle bright, 

She's all o'er form'd for joy; 

Wi' neck and waiſt, and Wav axtighit 
As her's who drew the boy, 

Frae feeding flocks upon the height, 
And fied wi” him to Troy. 


Now Myra dances ; mark her mien, 

_ Sae diſengag'd and gay, 

Mix'd wi” that innocence that's ſeen 
In honny ew-bught May, 

Wha wins the garland on the green 
Upon ſome bridal day; 

Yet the has graces for a queen 
And might a ſceptre ſway. 


What lays, Caliſta, can commend, 
The beauties of thy face! 
Whaſe fancy can ſac touring ſtend 
Thy merits a' to trace! 
Frae boon the ſtarns, ſome bard, deſcend, 
And ſing her every grace, | 
W haſe wond'rous worth may recommend 
Her to a god's embrace, 
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A ſeraph wad our Aikm a paint, 11 
Or draw a lively wit? 
The features of a happy faint, 
Say, art thou fond to hit? 
Or a Madona compliment, 
Wi' lineaments maiſt fit ? 
Fair copies thou need'lt never want; 
If bright Caliſta ſit, 


Mella the heavieſt heart can heeze, 
And ſoureſt thoughts expel, 
er ſtation grants her rowth and eaſe 
Yet is the ſprightly belle 
As active as the eydent bees, 
Wha rear the waxen cell; | 
And place her in what light you pleaſe, 
She ſtill appears herſell, 
Beauties on beauties come in view 
Sae thick, that Pm afraid 
I ſhall not pay to ilk their due, 
Till Phœbus lend mair aid ? 
But this in gen'ral will had true, 
And may be ſafely ſaid, 
There's ay a ſomething ſhining new 
In ilk delicious maid, 


Sic as againſt the aſſembly ſpeak, 
The rudeſt ſauls betray, ; 

When matrons noble, wile, and meek; 
Conduct the healthfuꝰ play. 

Whare they appear, nae vice dare keek, 
But to what's good gives ways 

Like night, ſoon as the morning creek 
Has uſher'd in the day. 


Dear Ed'nburgh, ſhaw thy gratitude, 

And of fic friends make ſure, 

Wha ftrive to mak” our minds leſs rudi 
And help our wants to cure: 
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Acting a gen'rous part and good, 
In bounty to the poor: 

Sic virtues, if right underſtood, 
Shou'd ev'ry heart allure. 


— — 
On the Rovar, Courany of Arcnrks ſbooting for the 


BowL, July 6, 1724. On which day bis Grace James 
Duke of Hamilton was choſen their Captain General ; and And 


Mr. David Drummond, their Preſes, won the prize. Wha 
| | Al 
AC the year returns the day, Ik e 
| That's dedicate to joy and play, | | 
To Bonnets, Bows, and Wine. Exte! 
Let all who wear a ſullen face, (E554 
This day meet with a due diſgrace, % | 
And in their ſourneſs pine ; Ch; f 
Be ſhunn'd as ſerpents, that wad ſtang | 2 
The hand that gi'es them food: Allh 
Sic we debar frae laſting ſang, We" Wh : 
And all their grumbling brood. 8 
While to gain ſport and haleſome air, Benea 
The blythſome tpirit draps dull care, 4 
And ſtarts frae hus'neſs free: Whic 
Now to the fields the Archers bend, | C 
With friendly minds che day to ſpend This « 
In manly game and glee ; — 11 5 
Firſt ſtriving wha ſhall win the bowl, 2 
And then gart flow wi' wine: . They 
Sic manly ſport refreſn'd the ſoul 4s B * 
Of ſtalwart men langſyne. Cog OR, Y ST 
Fre parties thrawn, and int'reſt vile, Whoſe 
Debauch'd the grandeur of our ifle, 81 
And made ev;n brethren faes; While 
Syne truth frac friendſhip was exil'd, A 
And fauſe the honeſt hearts beguil'd, 
And led them in a maze * T 
f ä t glads 
2 Vol. 


for the 
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Of politics — With cunning craft, 
The Iſſachars of ſtate, 
Frae haly drums firſt dang us daft, 
Then drown'd us in debate. 


Drap this unpleaſing thought, dear muſe ; 
Come, view the men thbu likes to rooſe; 
To Bruntsfield-green let's hy, 
And ſee the royal Bowmen ftrive, 
Wha far the feather'd arrows drive, 
All ſoughing thro” the ſky : . 
Ik ettling with his utmoſt ſkill, 
With artfu* draught and ſtark, 
Extending nerves with hearty will, 
In hopes to hit the mark., 


See Hamilton, wha moves with grace 

Chief of the Caledonian race 
Of peers; 16 whom is due 

All honours, and a fair refiown ; 

Wha lays aſide his ducal crown, 
So:nctume to ſhade his brow 

Beneath St. Andrew's bonnet blue, 
And joins to gain the prize ; 

Which ſhaws true merit match'd by few, 
Great, affable, and wiſe, 


This day, with univerſal voice, 
The Archers him their chieftain choſe; 
Conſenting powers divine, 
They bliſs the day with general joy, 
By giving bim a princely boy, 
To beautify his line; | 
Whoſe birth-day in immortal ſang 
Shall ſtand in fair record, ; 
While bended firings the Archers twang, 
And beauty 1s ador'd. 


Next Drummond view, who ives their law, 
I glads our kearts to fee him draw 
Vol. I. B b 
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The bow, and, guide. the band; 
He, like the ſaul of a' the lave, 
Does with fic honour fill behave, 
As merits to command. 
Blyth be his hours, hale be his heart, 
And lang may he preſide ; 
Lang the juſt fame of his deſert 
Shall unborn Archers read : 


How on this fair propitious day, 
With conqueſt leal he hore away 
The bowl victoriouſly; 


With following ſhafts in number four, 


Succeſs the like ne*er kend before, 
The prize to dignify: 

Haſte to the garden then bedeen, 
The roſe and laurel pow, 


And plait a wreath of white and green, 


o buſk the victor's brow. 


The victor crown, who with his bow, 
In ſpring of youth and am'rous glow, 
Juſt fifty years dinſyne, 
The filver arrow made his prize, 
Yet ceaſcs not in fame to riſe, 
And with new feats to ſhine. 
May every Archer ſtrive to fill 
His bonnet, and obſerve 
The pattern he has ſet with {kill 
And praiſe like him delervc. 


{AY Ride ä * 
n N 


On the Royat Company of Arcurrs, marching unter the 
command of his Grace the Duke of Hamilton, in their pro- 
per habits, to ſboot for the Au ROW at Muſſelburgh, Aus 


4% 4, 1724. 


Apollo, pat ron of the lyre, 
And of the valiant Archers bote, 
Me with fic ſentiments inſpe, 
As may appear from thee to floto, 
When by thy ſpecial will and bigh command, 
I feng the merits of the Koyal Band, 


Now like themſells again the Archers raiſe 

The bow, in brave array, and claim our lays. 
Phcebus, well pleas d, ſhines from the blue ſerene, 
Glents on the ſtream, and gilds the chequer'd green: 
The winds he huſh in their remoteſt caves, 
And Forth with gentle ſwell his margm laves; 
See to his ſhore the gathering thoutands roll, 
As if one gen'ral ſp it inform'd the whole: 
The bonnieſt fair of a* Great Britain's iſle, 
From chariots and the crowded caſements ſmile: 
Whilſt horſe and foot promiſcuous form a lane, 
Extending far along, the deſtinꝰd plain, 
Where, like Bellona's troops, or guards of love, 
The Archers in their proper habits move. 

Their guardian ſaint, from yon etherial height, 
Diſplays th' auſpicious croſs of blazing light: 
While on his care he chearfully looks down, 

The pointed Thiſtle wears his ruby crown, 

And ſeems to threat, arm'd ready to engage, 
No man unpuniſh'd ſhall provoke my rage” 
Well pleas'd the rampant Lion imooths his mane, 
And gambols gay upon his golden plain. 

Like as the fun, when wintry clouds are paſt, 
And fragrant gales ſucceed the ſtormy blaſt, 
Shines on the earth, the fields look freſh aud Say, 
So ſcem the Archers on * joyful day; 
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Whilſt with his graceful mien, and aſpect kind, — 
Their Leader raiſes every follower's mind, Nor 
Who love the conduct of a youth whoſe birth Goo 
To nothing yields but his ſuperior worth; O in 
And happier is with his ſelected train, Adu. 
Than Philip's ſon, who ſtrove a world to gain: The! 
That Prince whole nations to deſtruction drove, And 
This Prince delights his country to improve. The: 
A monarch rais'd upon a throne may nod, = Leſt 
And paſs among the vulgar for a god; a Yon, 
While men of penetration juſtly blame Wii 
Thoſe who hang on their anceſtors for fame; Tho 
But own the dignity of high deſcent, —9 
When the ſucceſſorꝰs ſpirit keeps the bent, ; 
Which thro” revolving ages grac'd the line, Thr, 
With all thoſe qualities that brighteſt ſhine : 
The Archers” chieftain thus with active mind, 
In all that's worthy never falls behind ; 
Thoſe noble characters from whom he ſprung, To th 
In hiſt'ry fam'd, whom ancient bards have ſung. Pr 
See, from his ſteady hand and aiming eye, | #1 
How ſtraight in equal lengths the arrows fly: 
Both at one end, cloſe by the mark they ſtand, 
Which points him — of his brave command; 0 
That as they to his num'rous merits bow, 8 
This victory makes homage fully due. 480 

Sage Drummond next, the chief, with counſel grave, : 
Becomes his poſt, inſtructing all that's brave; Heal 
So Pallas ſeem'd, who Mentor's form put on, 
To make a hero of Ulyſſes” fon. 

Each officer his character maintains, | Ye 
While love and honour gratify their pains : Fron 
No view inferior brings them to the field, Find 
To whom great chiefs of clans with pleaſure yield, 

No hidden murmur ſwells the Archer's heart, And 
While each, with. gladneſs acts his proper part: 

No factious ſtrife, nor plots, the bane of ſtateyy ww 


Cive birth to jealoulics or dire debates ; Or a 
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Nor leſs their pleaſure who obedience pay, 

Good order to preſerve, as thoſe who tway. 

O ſmiling muſe! full well thou knows the fair 
Admire the courteous, and with pleaſure ſhare 
Their love with him that's gencrous and brave, 

And can with manly dignity behave; 

Then haſte to warn thy tender care with ſpeed, 
Leſt by ſome random ſhaft their hearts may bleed, 
Yon dangerous youths both Mars and Venus arm, | 
While with their double darts they threat and charm: 
Thoſe at their fide forbid invading foes, 

With vain attempt true courage to oppoſe ; 

While ſhafts mair ſubtile, darted from their eye, 
Thro' ſofter hearts with filent conqueſt fly. 


— OOO 


To the Right Hon. the EARL of HarTrond, Lond Percy; 
Preſident, and the re of the Hon. Afembers of the Sacie'y of 
Britiſh Antiquariatts, 


A SCOTS ODE. 


To Hartford, and his learned friends, 
Whaſe fame for ſcience far extends, 
A Scottiſh muſe her duty ſends, 
From Pi&tiſh towers: 
Health, length of days, and happy ends, 
He ever your's. 


Your generous cares make light ariſe 
From things obſcure to vulgar eyes, 
Finding where hidden knowledge lies, 

T' improve the mind; 
And moft delightfully ſurpriſe, 
Wich thoughts refin'd, 


When you the broke inſcription ready 
Or among ſt antique ruins: tread, 
0 8 


And view remains of princes dead, 
In funeral piles, 
Your penetration ſeems decreed 
Io blifs thefe iſles; 
Where Romans form'd their camps of old, 
Their gods and urns of curious mould, 
Their medals ſtruck of braſs or gold, 
Tis you can ſhow, 
And truth of what's in ſtory told, 
To you we owe. 


How beneficial is the care, 
That brightens up the claſſic lear ! 
When'you the documents compare, 
Wi' authors old, 
Lou raviſh, when we can ſo fair 


Vour light behold. 


Without your comments each old book 
By all the world would be forſook; 
For who of thought wou'd deign to look 
On doubtful works, 
Till by your ſkilful hands they're ſtruck 
With ſterling marks! 


By this your learning men are fir d 

With love of glory, and infpir'd 

Like ancient heroes, who ne er tir'd 
To win a name; 

And, by their god- like acts afpir'd 

| T* immortal fame. 


Your uſefuſ labours ſhallendure, 
True merit ſhall your fame ſecure, v 
And will poſterity allure, 
To ſearch about 
For truth, by demonſtration fure, 


Which leaves no doubt. 


The muſe foreſees brave Hartford's name 
Shall to all writers be theme, 


— ——_— — 
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To laſt while arts and greatneſs claim 


Th' hiſtorian's fxill, 
Or the chief inſtrument of fame, 
The poet's quill, 
Pembroke's a name to Britain dear 
For learning and brave deeds of weir : 
The genius ſtill continues clear 
In him whoſe Art, 
in your rare fellowſhiꝑ can bear, 
So great a part. 
Bards yet unborn ſhall tune their lays, 
And monuments harmonious raiſe 
To Winchelſea and Devon's praiſe, 
Whoſe high deſert, 
And virtues bright, like genial rays, 
Can lite impart. 


Nor want we Caledonians ſage, 
Who read the painted vellum page, 
No ſtrangers to each antique ſtage, 

And Druids cells, 
And ſacred ruins of each age, 
On plains and fells. 


Amongſt all thoſe of the firſt rate, 
Our learned * Clerk, bleſt with the fate 
Of thinking right, can beſt relate 

Theſe beauties all, 
Which bear the marks of ancient date, 
Be-north the wall. 


The wall which Hadrian firſt begun, 
And bold Severus carried on, 
From riſing to the ſetting ſun, 
On Britain's coaſt, 


Our anceſtors fierce arms to ſhun, 
Which gal'd them moſt. 


® Sir John Clerk Peunycuil, Bart. 
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But now no need of walls or towers, 
Ag' d enmity no more endures, 
Brave Britain joins her warlike powers, 
That always dare, 
To open and to ſhut the doors 
Of peace and war. 


Advance, great men, your wiſe deſi 
And proſper Rds taſk ine ; 15 
Draw from antiquity's deep mine 

The precious ore, 
And in the Britiſh annals ſhine 
Till time's no more. 


— 


TO MRS. M. M—— 
ON HER PAINTING. 


T2 aint his Venus, auld Apelles 
al'd a* the bonny maids of Greece: 
Thou needs nae mair, but paint thyſell, laſs, 
To ding the Painter and his Picce. 


END OF THE FIRST VOLUME, 
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